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LORD DACRE. 



CHAPTER I. 



" Le donne, i cavalier, rarme, gU amoii, 
Le oortesie, Taudad impTese, io canto.' 



▲RlOtTO. 



It was about ten o^clock in the evening of the 
fourth of October, 15 — , that the door of a 
house, in the little village of Charing, was 
cautiously opened, and two men wrapped in 
dark mantles stepped forth. 

VOL. I. B 



2 LORD DACRE9 

The day had been fine and warm, but its 
closing marked the capricious character of the 
English dimate. A cold wind blew from the 
North, driving rain and sleet before it; the 
clouds scudded along in huge masses, or were 
broken into fantastic forms, with here and 
and there a star sparkling through them, while 
the moon was totally obscured, or shone amidsl 
a grey vapor. Charing was at that time a 
village, embowered in trees, and fairly secluded 
from the bustle and the noise of London. The 
house from which the adventurers issued was 
built after the peculiar manner of the age. 
Its size, and a certain air of pretension, be- 
tokened it to belong to a person, at least of 
the upper rank among the middling class; 
yet its walls were, for the most part, composed 
of no more durable material than timber ; this 
was plastered over and whitened, and curious 
figures were then raised upon it in a kind of 
cement, which gave it a tasteful appearance. 
This house too was not deformed by the pro- 
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jecting upper story, which gave an air of gloom 
to the city in that era. It was a large square 
building, with a porch, supported by massiye 
oaken pillars, the curious carving of which was 
no less concealed by the obscurity of the night, 
than by the clematis, whose long tendrils, still 
decorated with white flowers, flapped against 
them as the wind whistled through its fragile, 
but luxuriant net-work. The little garden 
that surrounded the house was trimly laid out 
in the fashion of the age ; that is, with plants 
twisted out of all natural beauty, and trees 
clipped into a grisly resemblance of the human 
form. 

The taller, and as it appeared, the younger 
of the two companions, stepped lightly through 
the garden, and listened for a few minutes at 
its entrance ; but no sound met his ear, except 
the heavy pattering of the rain among the 
leaves: he then returned to his fnend, and 
they walked with a cautious air through the 
village; their path was however unmolested,, 
& 3 
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its inhabitants had long since found in sleep, 
a like forgetfulness of their sorrows and their 
joys. Open fields and green lanes then sepa- 
rated Charing from the city : as the compan- 
ions passed out of one of these that led directly 
from the village to the Cross of Charing, the 
rain somewhat abated, and the nK>on bursting 
through a cloud, shed a sickly light upon the 
monument^ which had been raised to the 
memory of Queen Eleanor, and which the 
zeal of the reformers had much defaced ; and 
trembled with more uncertain lustre on the 
gothic chapel, and hermitage of St. Catherine, 
of which but a few mouldering fragments re- 
mained. A thicket of alder and hazel trees 
clustered around it, and the little rivulet which 
had supplied the cup of the dwellers in the 
hermitage, turbid and swollen by the rain, 
rushed with a hoarse sound along its channel. 
As the companions approached this spot, the 
elder of the two pressed the arm of the other, 
and then suddenly relinquishing it, hurried 
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towards the ruins. The hermitage, like the 
adjoining chapel, had fallen into decay ; these 
buildings immediately faced the ancient cross 
of Charing, and the space between them had 
been originally a smooth lawn, garnished with 
flowering shrubs; but these, untrimmed for 
many years, were matted together, the grass 
had sprung up, long and rank between them ; 
and thistle, nightshade, ground ivy, andbriony, 
had grown up luxuriantly amongst it. Of the 
chapel, the entrance, with its graceful pointed 
Norman arch was still left, but the doors had 
been torn from their hinges, and carried away, 
while the sculptured form of the fair patron 
saint, which had originally adorned the niche 
above the doorway, had been also pulled down 
and destroyed, in the rage against idolatry. 
The altar was beaten into fragments, but its 
steps of red marble remained, the greater part 
of the roof had fallen, and the moonbeams as 
they struggled with the clouds, now lighted 
up the scene of desolation within, the broken 
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arches and mouldering columns, garlanded with 
ivy, or clothed with moss, and anon touched 
with a wan lustre, some fretted pinnacle, that 
seemed mourning the fate of its companions. 
While in that place, where the soft chaunt of 
devotion was once raised, no sound was now 
heard, but the hollow sighing of the wind, and 
the screaming of the gloomy. owL As the 
stranger entered the ruin, he removed the large 
hat that shadowed his countenance, as though 
the groined roof, and fretted columns stiU rose 
uninjured around him, and approaching the 
place where had stood the altar, he knelt upon 
the fragment of a broken arch. The moon- 
beams, that partially silvered the ruins trembled 
too upon his features; they were handsome 
and dignified, but it was their unusual power 
of expression, the flexible muscles round his 
mouth, ever ready to soften to humane feel- 
ings, or become rigid with scorn; it was 
the enduring melancholy of the deep black 
eyes, that constituted their chief attraction. 
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As the stranger looked up to heaven from the 
fallen fane^ his face was wet, the ivy that 
hung upon the ruins around him was dripping 
with rain ; but it might be that his sight was 
obscured by tears. 

'^ Spirit of beauty r he murmured, ^^ thou 
too art banished with the light of holiness and 
truth ; but yet may not that time be far dis- 
tant, when the ruined altar shall be raised i|p, 
and its banished servants restored." 

As the stranger again turned his eyes to the 
spot where the altar had stood, he perceived a 
tall figure wrapped in a mantle, leaning against 
the shaft of a broken column, the moonbeams 
darted full upon his own face, as he rose from 
his kneeling posture ; and the person near the 
piUar might have observed that his figure, 
though fully reaching the middle height, was 
deformed by a projection of the left shoulder. 

" Henry, is that you ?" he enquired, suppos- 
ing that his companion had followed him into 
the chapel : his only answer was a deep sigh, 
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and the moon sinking at that moment behind 
a cloud, the chapel was involved in obscurity : 
he listened attentively for a retreating footstep, 
but no sound met his ear, except the renewed 
moaning of the wind, and the splashing of 
the rain. Disturbed by this occurrence, the 
stranger endeavoured to grope his way out, 
calling loudly on his friend, and enquiring 
who was the intruder; when, as if to tantalize 
him with a vain expectation, the wind driving 
the clouds before it, permitted a few minutes 
of moonlight, and he again saw the figure 
seated on a fragment of the ruins ; it was that 
of a young man with a stem and melancholy 
countenance, who started up on finding himself 
observed, and glided away with a swiftness 
that at once defied pursuit, and was a sufficient 
proof that the place was not to him, one of 
new resort. The stranger from Charing per- 
ceiving that to track the course of this mysteri- 
ous figure must be vain, hastened to the spot 
where he had left his friend, to whom he 



OF On^SLAKD. 9 

recounted what he had seen. The work how- 
ever which they had on hand would not admit 
of being delayed, even by a circumstance which 
the unquiet times rendered so suspicious, as 
the appearance in that lonely spot, and on that 
dismal night, of a person who might be either 
a spy upon their actions, or one oppressed with 
trouble like themselves. But as they bent 
their way towards the Strand, they saw, or 
thought they saw, a figure issue from the 
ruined hermitage, and proceed rapidly past 
the decaying Cross of Charing. Our com- 
panions meanwhile pursued their course down 
the Strand ; a fair spot it was on a fine summer 
evening, with the palaces of the nobility crown- 
ing the green slope that descended to the very 
verge of the river. There stood York House ; 
and near to the present Hungerford market, 
the ancient palace of the Savoy ; not the least 
renowned of the inhabitants of which, was 
*' Old John of Gaunt, time honoured Lancas- 
ter I" but for whose usurping son, the glories 
B 5 
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of Queen Elizabeth might have been udknown 
to English history. Near to this palace^ her 
devoted minister, the wily Cecil, built a splen- 
did residence.'!^ Down the Strand stood 
many other mansions, belonging to the gal- 
lants of her court : and masques and pageants 
were often held in the gardens that surrounded 
them ; the Queen having no objection graciously 
to feast at the expense of her subjects. Only 
a week before this time had Sir Philip Wyn- 
yardy a young gentleman of her court, given 
her a magnificent entertainment; at which 
were skilful mummers, running at the quin- 
tain, and a pageant on the water. At night 
the gardens were quaintly illuminated, and the 
Queen danced, after her high fashion, with the 
master of the feast. But had the night of 
Sir Philip Wynyard's entertainment been like 
this, of the fourth of October, his pageants 
would have been sorely marred. It was a 

* This house was, I befiere, built by Sir Robert, not Sir 
William Cecily towards the end of Elizabeth's reign. 
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nighty when charity would have watered a soft 
couch with tears of pity for the houseless. The 
heavy cloaks in which our pedestrians were 
clad, had become cumbersome with the rain, 
and the feathers in their large Spanish hats, 
drooped straight over their shoulders. The 
wind blew more violently, accompanied by a 
fresh storm of sleet and rain, as they ap» 
proached the mansion of Sir Philip Wynyard. 
A stone wall ran round its gardens, and neither 
the howling of the wind, nor the beating of 
the rain, could prevent their hearing the sharp 
and sudden withdrawal of a bolt, the red glare 
of a flambeau appeared, and was immediately 
extinguished by the rain. Henry and his 
friend had time to screen themselves behind a 
buttress of the wall, from which they faintly 
descried, amid the darkness, four men, ap- 
parently armed, issue from the gardens, and 
proceed in the direction they were themselves 
about to take. A short consultation ensued, 
and it was determined that at all risks they 
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must themselves continue on their way; the 
tempestuous nature of the night favored their 
design of concealment; the wet gravel, for 
there was little paving of streets in those days, 
did not return any sound from their footsteps, 
while the wind occasionally bore back to them 
the voices of the men by whom they were pre- 
ceded, and who, unconscious, and careless of 
being heard, were jesting on the subject of 
their errand. 

" By the Lord I" said one, " many a merry 
prank has our master had, but none to match 
with this: the maidens"— here a louder blast 
of wind, drowned his words ; but their reply 
met the ear of the friends unimpeded — 

" Fairer are not, than the lily of Grass 
Street, and the rose of the Lombards: but 
were I our master, the soft eyes with which 
my lord of Leicester, and Sir Kit, have looked 
upon the dainty damsels, would like me not ; 
'tia ill crossing Sir Robert Dudley — let Sir 
Philip beware of a fever !" 
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^^ Ah I a fever, in good troth/' said another 
voice^ '^ heard you all that was said, when the 
Devereuz, the Earl of Essex died ?"* 

*' Hush, hush, Edmund Ware and John 
Morley, both of jou,^ exclaimed a third 
speaker — ^^ is it for pages, and serving men 
like ye, to question the actions of a godly 
noble, like my Lord of Leicester, full of the 
unction of the blessed spirit, or the freaks of 
a May-fool gallant, such as our master Sir 
Philip? surely his bare communing with so 
godly a vessel of the faith as Leicester, may 
make amends for him, when he yields to the 
little worldly frailties of the flesh; and the 
Lord forbid, that any vanities should dis- 
turb their friendship, which is so pleasant to 
behold !" 

This speech was uttered in a whining tone ; 
but whether it was one of sincerity would seem 
doubtful, since it was received with a general 
laugh, in which the speaker himself joined. 
Meanwhile the party, followed closely by our 
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friends, had reached the Cathedral of St. 
Paul : the eye of the elder of the two paused for 
a moment on the noble pile, and then wandered 
to the spot where had originally stood the 
beautiful cloisters^ pulled down by the orders 
of the Protector Somerset, the materials being 
taken to build his palace in the Strand, while 
the bones of those who rested there were dug 
up, and thrown into Finsbury fields. A few 
words of indignation and grief burst from the 
lips of the stranger from Charing, as he looked 
upon the despoiled edifice ; but his companion 
hurried him on. Sir Philip's men having al'- 
ready reached Paternoster Kow, which had 
now been for some years diverted from its 
original trade in rosaries, altar vessels, and 
images of the saints, into a mart for the sale 
of very worldly fineries, fans, pomander boxes, 
scents, and fripperies of all sorts. 

'* It hath an ugly vicinage, the scene of our 
mystery of the night,'" said Morley : '^ let 
but an arrow fly in the street of the Lombards, 
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and the whizzing of its gooie feather shall 
rouse all the villain prentices of the Chepe and 
the Commarket, to lay their poles about thy 
shoulders: barring the clamour which the 
wives of the brute citizens will make, and the 
fumes of bacon, and sack posset, which shall 
taint the air, as soon as they open their 
lattices, for ye know, my comrades, that these 
Londoners gorge like the very swine them- 
selves I" 

**' Neither forget we," answered Edmund 
Ware, " their city watch, who give hard blows 
upon occasion." 

** True,*' cried the other, '* but they are 
more decent ones, fitter for a man of some 
blood to encounter ; they are given with good 
swords, not with the churl cudgel." 

They had by this time reached the Stocks 
market, where the Mansion House now stands : 
the beacon lights of Bow Church, in the 
Chepe, threw out a ruddy glare, contrasting 
strongly with the cold lustre of the moon, 
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which, as the rain had for awhile ceased, now 
traversed the sky bat seldom obscured by the 
eddying clouds. Comhill was not merely a 
market for grain ; it was also celebrated as the 
residence of the principal drapers, nor was it 
less known for its castellated conduit, near to 
which stood a cage, where persons disturbing 
the city during the night were confined. But 
now a clash of arms was heard, the faint blast 
of a trumpet floated on the air, and then the 
pass-word went round among the watch, before 
they separated to parade the different wards. 
A low consultation was held by Sir Philip's 
men, and they at length determined to pass 
down Walbrook, by which course they would 
avoid meeting the whole body of the watch. 
Nothing could be more picturesque, than the 
scene at that moment; the blood-red beacon 
of Bow, and the wan moonlight, the coursing 
clouds sometimes tinged with a fleecy white- 
ness, at others collected in huge masses^ 
shapeless, black, and lowering. And then 
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there was the Comhill, with its houses on 
either side^ with their pointed gables, each 
lower story receding farther and farther into 
shade : at times through the narrow casements, 
and the thick curtains drawn across them, 
could be seen the light of a lamp, in the cham- 
ber of some wealthy citizen, who could afford 
to bum scented oils. The curiously carved 
roofing of the conduit was distinctly visible, 
while the prison near it looked dark and grim 
in the surrounding flood of light. The very 
drops of rain that plashed from the eaves of 
the houses, and glittered as they fell, gave a 
more picturesque look to the scene, in which 
appeared most prominent the advancing watch, 
with their bright cuirasses, and gay ribands, 
fluttering at their steel caps ; while the cau- 
tiously retreating forms of Sir Philip's men, 
in their slouched hats, and dark mantles, gave 
it that air of mystery which delights an active 
imagination. 

'' We can scarce shape our course better 
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than in the way chosen by these most precious 
rascals I" whispered Henry to his friend, ^^ and 
much I fear their expedition bodes ill to honest 
John Harding, of Grass Street." 

^^ And wherefore?" inquired his companion. 

^^ The lily of Grass Street, and the rose of 
the Lombards," replied Henry, ^* are no other 
than the daughter, and niece of our friend." 

When they came to Canwyke Street, the 
retainers of Sir Philip Wynyard paused. The 
moon had again passed under a cloudy and rain 
accompanied the wind; yet amid the pauses 
of the gust, Henry and his friend could dis- 
tinctly hear the approach of a heavy foot ; as 
before, they cautiously drew themselves be- 
hind a projecting building, and heard the new 
comer stop to speak to Sir Philip's men. In 
his hand he bore a lanthom, and holding it up, 
as if to assure himself of the identity of those 
he had met, the light fell full upon his own 
person ; and Henry, who was partly leaning 
forwards, caught a glimpse of his extraordinary 
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countenance. Elf locks of hair hung straight 
about a face^ whose cadaverous paleness, their 
hue of reddish brown in no way relieved* The 
eyes were unconunonly light, small, and deep 
set, but they were not therefore the less ex- 
pressive — darting and twinkling with an in- 
deecribable mdice from under a pent brow. 
The forehead was narrow, and fell back so 
much from the eyes, that nothing was visible 
between their dusky brows, and the steeple 
crowned felt hat, which was worn by this un- 
gracious looking being. The lower part of the 
face was long and thin, out of all proportion, 
and the lips were drawn from the teeth in a 
smile that was half vacant, and half malicious. 
The figure of this man was tall and gaunt, 
and he strode forwards with an awkward, sham- 
bling motion, as if his limbs were ill hung 
upon wires. He wore a long, loose gown of 
blue cloth ; his hose were of the same material, 
only white, and his shoes were remarkable 
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for the square toes, so common in the preced- 
ing reign." 

** WeH met!" cried the new comer to Sir 
Philip's men, " but who would have thought 
to meet ye here : surelj, friend Gilbert, thou 
art not in the readiest way to the house of 
Master Fenton ?" 

'* Truly !" replied Gilbert, " we have been 
put to our wits to avoid meeting the city 
watch ; but it seems, Balph Adams, that thou 
art unfaithful to thy charge : how thinkest 
thou Sir Philip will take it at thy hands? 
'Tis hard upon the time that he was himself to 
meet us at the house of thy master; and 
how were we to gain admittance to it in thy 
absence ?" 

** Why 1" answered Balph. " I did but step 
hither from the street of the Lombards to pur- 
chase a flask of wine, and should have been 
back anon, but staid on hearing thy voice I" 

'* But Kalph Adams I" interrupted Ware, 
'* is all ready for us now ?" 
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*^ All ready — all ready^ master Edmund : 
see, but see I keep fast the lily and the rose,'' 
cried the new comer, and as he spoke he held 
up a ponderous key. ^' Come, come," he 
added impatiently, ^^ the old man will be re- 
turned from York before the break of day." 

Sir Philip's men seemed as little inclined for 
delays as the new comer, and they all strode 
hastily away. A few words of earnest en- 
treaty from Henry induced his friend to track 
with him the way of the villanous confeder- 
ates; they were not however eqtially well 
acquainted with the city, and were besides 
obliged to grope their way cautiously along by 
the fluctuating light of the moon, while the 
conspirators had now a lanthom to guide them. 
Thus it was, that as they entered Lombard 
Street, a female shriek met their ears. It pro- 
ceeded from the house of Master Bichard Fen- 
ton, a wealthy goldsmith, who had chosen to 
fix his residence in the street of the Lombards, 
rather than in Bread Street, the usual abode 
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of his fraternity at that period. With trem- 
bling eagerness Henry hurried his companion 
forwards. A confused scuffling^ and the hasty 
tread of feet were heard as they reached Fen- 
ton's house, and amid the thickened gloom of 
the nighty ^ they faintly descried Sir Philip^s 
men hurrying along two females, both of whom 
were muffled in long d[furk mantles. One of 
them seemed to droop insensible in the arms 
of her supporters ; the other appeared still to 
make strong efforts for freedom, though the 
folds of the mantle round her head sufficiently 
Stifled her screams. 

'^ Unhand the damsels, ruffians I" exclaimed 
Henry, drawing his rapier as he sprung for- 
wai^ds. The dress of one of the women which 
he had grasped in his endeavour to save her, 
slipped from his hand, as he sunk on the 
ground, stunned by a severe blow on the fore- 
head. His companion was not on his part 
slow to hasten to the assistance of the other 
female ; she was dragged along between two 
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men, one of whom bearing a lanthom, our 
stranger perceived to be the uncouth being 
who had joined Sir Philip's men in Canwyke 
Street. The other, though dimly seen^ ap* 
peared by the ornaments of his dress, the jewel 
that looped his hat, and a general air of dis- 
tinction, to be a man superior in rank to those 
with whom he was bo disgracefully associated. 
One of the masks worn by the gallants of the 
time concealed his features. A cry of anguish 
was uttered by Ralph Adams, as the hand 
with which he held the female dropped useless 
by his side, with its wrist laid bare to the 
bone, by the sword of the stranger. Uer 
partial liberty enabled the woman to throw 
6ff the mantle, by which she was almost suffo- 
Gated, and in sweet but piercing accents, she 
exclaimed — 

'^ Oh, gracious gentleman, for the love of 
heaven, and your own sisters, protect two help- 
less maidens !'* 

The words had scarcely passed her Hp, when 
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she was torn from the grasp of the man who 
held her, and the stranger supporting her on 
his left arm^ defended himself with his right 
hand, from the furious attack of the disap- 
pointed gallant; the combat being feebly 
lighted by the lanthom which Ralph had placed 
upon the ground, while he endeavoured to bind 
up his wounded wrist, groaning heavily with 
pain. All this had passed in less time than it 
has taken to relate, and the noise of the clash- 
ing swords, together with the shrieks of the 
young woman, began to disturb the slumber 
of the sober citizens. Several heads, in spite 
of rain and cold, leaned out of the surrounding 
windows. 

" What ho ! watch ! watch !" cried an old 
man in a squeaking treble from the casement 
immediately above the combatants. 

*' Watch I watch !" screamed the still shril- 
ler tones of a female, from an adjoining house, 
'^ a shame it is that honest people cannot sleep 
for forward wenches, and wassailing gallants !" 
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^^Oh, good master WilliamBr said the 
young woman, who was still supported by the 
stranger from Charing, " come down for the 
sake of charity, and help this brave gentleman, 
to save the daughters of your old friends, 
Gertrude Harding, and Lucy Fenton I'' 

'^ The impudent, forward, conceited, painted 
hoydens T shrieked the woman who had 
spoken : ^^ my troth, I warrant the dames and 
damsels of the city will be stunned with a 
new ballad about the Lily and the Rose, after 
this brawl I" so saying she shut the casement 
with great violence* 

'^ My most delicate Lily ; and most dainty 
Rose I" squeaked the old man, ^' I would come 
to thy relief with more pleasure than I carve 
a doublet of a rare price ; but there is a sound 
of steel near thee, fair Gertrude, which my 
stomach likes not; those needles of a large 
size might pink my body with an oilet of un- 
seemly fashion : but I will assay what I can 
to help thee. Ho ! watch, watch I" 

TOti I. c 
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Master Williams might however have spared 
this great exertian of friendship, for the 
watch were rapidlj advancing down the street. 
On hearing their approach^ the opponent of 
the stranger dropped the point of his sword, 
and in a tone hoarse with rage, exclaimed — 

*' Meddling intruder ! remember that I bear 
thee in my mind: we may yet meet, where 
none shall come to part us I" 

" Doubt not," replied the stranger, with a 
Toice of placid scorn, '^ that I shall be at all 
times ready for the encounter!" 

The mask uttered another exclamation of 
wrath, and seemed as if then half inclined to 
renew the combat ; but he now plainly heard 
the tramp of the watch, and bidding the 
wounded Kalph to follow him, they both fled 
precipitately down the street. The other 
female had been already borne away ; and 
when the spot was reached by the watchj no 
one was to be seen, but the stranger support* 
ing the terrified Gertrude, and the form of 
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Henry extended on the ground, covered with 
blood, and apparently dead. 

^ By my hope of her smiles, pretty mistress 
Gertrude Harding I" cried the warden of the 
watch, holding a flambeau near her pale face, 
^' and looking but too much like a lily : what 
do you here, sweet Grertrude ?" 

*^ Alas, master warden," replied the damsel, 
^^ my unde is, as thou knowest, at York, and 
as is my wont, I was at his house to bear his 
daughter Lucy company, we sat alone con- 
Tendng in our chamber, for her maid, Alice, 
betrayed such unusual heaviness, that we sent 
her to bed, and were preparing ourselves for 
sleep, when my uncle's apprentice, the villain 
Salph Adams, burst into the chamber, and 
assisted by four masked and armed ruffians, 
forced us from the house. This brave gentle- 
man has saved me from their grasp, and his 
friend here is killed, I fear, in an attempt to 
rescue my cousin, whom they have borne 
away. Alas, my dear Lucy, what has become 
c 3 
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of her, I know not : but well I wot, the yile 
Ralph must have drugged the night cup of the 
serrants, none of whom were awakened by our 
screams." 

The warden now despatched some of his 
men in pursuit of the offenders, while others 
entering the house of Fenton, found the ser- 
vants in a sleep so profound, [that it was evi- 
dently the effect of an opiate. Meanwhile, a 
a considerable crowd had gathered in the street 
around Gertrude, and the stranger, both of 
whom were earnestly occupied in examining 
the condition of his wounded friend. 

'^ Alas'" exclaimed Gertrude, as she marked 
the features, ^' is this indeed the gentle Henry 
Willoughton ? good citizens, I pray you for 
the love of heaven, to aid in bearing him to 
the house of my father, and you, most noble 
sir," she added, turning with a timid air to the 
stranger, ^^may it please you to go there, and 
receive the thanks which I know my father 
will be prompt to pay, to him who has warded 
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from his daughter the evils of this heavy night, 
which has deprived him of his nieee, and much 
I fear me, of his friend." 

No lack was there among the youths of the 
city, of many willing, and proud, to assist the 
fair lily of Grass Street. A commodious litter 
was speedily formed, on which the form of the 
wounded Willoughton was supported; but it 
seemed as if the bystanders thought that the 
office of assisting the beautiful Grertrude 
towards the dwelling of her father, belonged 
of right to the gallant stranger, who had pte^ 
served her in her peril. The orowd of the 
citizens and their apinrentices, who had by this 
time hurried on their clothes, and assembled 
in the street, fell back, and even Edward 
Wood, the warden of the watch, respectfully 
retreated. A well favored youth was master 
Wood, and a rich one too : folks said that his 
thoughts were much fixed on Gertrude Hard* 
ing, no uncommon hap among the youths of 
Grass Street, and its neighbourhood : though 
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it might be that the good estate, and good 
favor of maater warden, gave him a chance 
over his rivals. This gay Edward placed him- 
self at the head of the litter, on which Wil- 
loughton v^as supported ; doubtlessly it was to 
see that he was borne gently, and net to watch 
the demeanour of Gertrpde and the noble 
stranger. Master Williams, meanwhile, had 
quietly watched these proceedings; his an- 
tiquated and grotesque visage, assuming the 
tint of copper, in the light of the torches be- 
neath his window ; conceiving there was no 
longer any danger to his precious person, he 
ealled out — 

^^ Stay, my delicate Grertrude, I will open 
the door to thee: thou shalt have a cup of 
spiced sack, and the hurts of this gentleman 
can be examined." 

^^ I thank you, master Williams," said Ger- 
trude, to whom several other of the inhabitant 
of Lombard Street, had previously made the 
same offer^ '^ but I can well traverse the short 
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waj to my father's lionse, and for the gentle- 
man, sure I iam that my father will approve 
of his being borne to no house, bnt his own." 

^^ N^^ my lily Gertrude, be not huffish, 
oonaider I -am a poor old man, and fair faces 
ave doubtful shields, against steel rapiers: 
vouchsafe me good night, sweetest Grer- 
trade r 

" Good night, master Williams 1" said the 
damsel, scarce able even amid her terror and 
distress, to forbear a smile at the whimsical 
tone of the old man's entreaties. The pro- 
cession now set forward for the habitation of 
Harding. 

In Grass Street and its neighbourhood, a 
marvellous change has been wrought since the 
days of Queen Elizabeth, the castellated con- 
duit of the market is no more, and the fair 
taverns for which the spot was at that time 
famous, where are they ? They are swept 
away with those who feasted in them: and 
who shall discover a vestige of London Bridge 
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lined with the tall dark dwellingi of the rich 
merchants and tradesmen, which in times of 
public festivity, were hung with tapiestrji and 
the windows filled with the noblest and fairest 
of the land, while the brayest knights tilted 
on the bridge below. These are all gone» nor 
shall the most zealous antiquarian find a wreck 
remaining of the house of master John Hard* 
ing, which Btood apart from its fellows in all 
the dignity of two additional stories, a profusion 
of narrow casements, and fantastic ornaments 
in wood and plaster. 
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CHAPTER IL 



'* Silence, and darkaess I M^enin sitten twins 1 
From ancient night who nurse the tender thought, 
To reason, and on reason build resolve ; 
That column of true majesty in man, 
Assist me V 

YOUHQ. 



It was with feelings of the utmost alurm, that 
John Harding, being awakened by repeated 
knockings, hurried on a few clothes, and 
liastened himself to open the door of his 
habitation — 

'' Alas ! alas I" said the old man, as he 
c 5 
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descended the stairs, ^' God forgive the re* 
bellioQ of my heart, which cannot chuse but 
murmur at his will, in so far that it has fixed 
my lot in such a troublesome age! Who 
waits ?" he cried^ as he laid his hand on the 
ponderous bolt. 

" Ah, dearest father 1" answered a well- 
known voice, '^ open the door quickly : here 
is master Willoughton badly wounded, and my 
dear cousin Luey is in the bands of some most 
«vil men T 

With trembling hands John Harding opened 
the door; the crowd without at first swam 
before his eyes, and he saw nothing but his 
daughter, who, springing from the support of 
the stranger, threw herself, sobbing hysteri- 
cally, ufMMi his neck. Lifting his eyes to 
enquire the cause of her disorder, they fell 
upon the countenance of the stranger: he was 
about to speak, but a grave look firom the 
former arrested the words upon his lip, while 



OF OIl«SLAN]>« 35 

Gertrode) soinewhat recovering, hastily ex^ 
plained the extent of her obligation. 

" Noble sir," said Harding^ " that you are 
the friend of Henry Willougbton, would alone 
make me feel my house honoted by your pre* 
sence ; but language fails me, when I would 
thank the preserver of my child 1" 

So saying, the old man ushered the stranger 
into his house, to the best chamber of which, 
the wounded Willoughton was conveyed, and 
the servitors of master Harding being called 
up, one of them was dispatched for an apothe- 
cary to Bucklersbury, at that time the peculiar 
place of abode of all who professed the heal- 
ing art. On his arrival, the apothecary talked 
gravely of Willoughton's wound, which ap- 
peared to have been inflicted with some blunt 
instrument. He was conveyed to bed, and 
blooded ; after which operation the professor 
of medicine retired, with a promise of an early 
visit in the morning, and an injunction of 
strict quiet for the patient* The young warden 
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of the watcb, who had staid till that time, 
also departed, with an assurance to Harding 
that he would spare no endeayours to discover 
the abductors of his niece« In compliance 
with her father's earnest entreaties, Gertrude 
sought her chamber, and throwing herself upon 
the bed, without undressing, she wept for the 
uncertain fate of her cousin. Lucy Fenton 
and Grertrude Harding were sisters children, 
and both deprived m childhood of a mother's 
care ; their fellowship of grief had produced a 
fellowship of joy; their hopes, their cares, 
their sorrows were the same. They had both 
been delicately nurtured; they were equally 
the heiresses of a father's wealth, equally beau- 
tiful, equally excelling in all the feminine 
accomplishments of the age in which they 
lived. Gertrude was indeed the more gifted, 
and prouder of the two, and had advanced some 
way in severe studies, which the less patient 
application of her cousin could not surmount. 
Gertrude could speak French, Italian an^ 
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Spanish; and seated in the humble place 
alloted to the citi^n's daughter at the tilt or 
pageant, her heart would sometimes throb 
with an excusable pride, as the dames of the 
Court flaunted by ; when even their disdain- 
ful eyes were constrained to pause in admira- 
tion on her face, and she felt that she could 
whisper to herself, that in mental as well as 
personal perfections she excelled, that all 
which raised their rank above contempt, was 
supereminently her own; yet with such at- 
tractions there was no vanity, no insolence in 
Gertrude, no pride, but when the pride of rank 
contemned her: her spirit was at once refined 
and enthusiatic. Since the death of her mother 
Gertrude had never known a grief till the present 
one, and how overwhelming was that which now 
oppressed her I In vain she racked her thoughts 
in search of the perpetrator of the daring outrage : 
well she remembered that the preceding week 
her cousin and herself had been prescAt at the 
public show, given by Sir Philip Wynyard, 
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but it appeared not to her, that they had there 
excited any extraordinary attention. Thus 
she lay till she had fairly wept herself to sleep ; 
and might have reposed perhaps an hour, when 
she was awakened by her name repeatedly 
pronounced, and beheld her father standing 
at her bedside in much agitation. 

^^ Rise, Gertrude I rise* my child, I entreat 
you r he exclaimed, ^^ and come with me !" 

Alarmed and confused, Gertrude started up, 
and throwing a mantle over her disordered 
dress, she followed her father out of the apart- 
ment. The house of master Harding was 
truly one of the olden time ; it had long and 
narrow passages, walls with heavy casements, 
and deep and dark closets; and as the old 
man glided along that night, he might have 
been taken for a wizard leading some love 
lorn maiden to the secret chamber of his divina- 
tions, there to make known to her, her certainty 
of woe* The figure of John Harding was 
tall and thin, and age had bestowed on it a 
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slight, and not ungraceful bend, his face had 
in his youth been remarkably handsome; 
though now worn and attenuated, it still re- 
tained its noble outline, a few locks changed 
from bright auburn to a perfect silver, were 
thinly scattered over his bold expanse of fore- 
head, and the flickering of the lamp showed 
the serene expression of his deep blue eyes, 
and the lines which time and sorrow had traced 
about his mouth and brow. John Harding 
was often taken for the grandsire of his child, 
but he had married yery late in life. His 
habit was that of a wealthy, but not an osten- 
tatious citizen: his doublet and'hose of fine 
brown broad cloth, were sparingly embroidered 
on the seams with gold, and adorned with 
chrystal buttons. Light as were the footsteps 
of Gertrude, her father turned more than once 
to motion her to a still more noiseless tread, 
ere he reached the chamber to which the 
wounded Henry Willoughton had been con- 
veyed f a piece of tapestry, according to the 
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fashion of the times^ hung over the door^ and 
as the old man lifted it, Gertrude could not 
resist making an enquiry if their guest was 
worse ; but he shook his head, and beckoned 
her into the chamber. It was a very large 
one, and the single lamp which burned on a 
table at one end of it, rather served to show 
than to dispel its obscurity. The equipments 
of the apartment befitted the house of the 
wealthy merchant. The hangings were of 
green saye, those of the bed adorned with a 
narrow fringe of silver; the bed was down, 
the counterpane of verder work inlaid; the 
blankets of red Irish frieze, peeping beneath 
sheets of the finest Holland ; the chairs were 
of Flemish manufactpre, heavy with carving, 
and gilding ; and the carpet of Turkey work, 
while opposite to the bed hung a large steel 
mirror, with curtains of yellow velvet, looped 
with gold cord. As Gertrude passed through 
the room, she was surprised to see none of the 
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servants there^ and turning to her father^ she 
whispered to him in a low tone — 

*' Have you alone been watching by our 
sick guest, and so lately ill thyself, my 
father ?** 

'^ Not alone,** answered Harding, '^ for his 
friend has borne me company." In spite of 
herself, Gertrude shrunk as she glanced at the 
bed where Willoughton lay, in a- sleep so pro* 
found, that it might have been mistaken for 
that of death, so low and imperceptible was his 
breathing ; while the dark spot of blood which 
had oozed through the surgical bandage that 
bound his temples, contrasted with the ashen 
hue of the lower part of the face. But short 
time she had to pause in pity, or in dread, by 
the couch of the sufferer, the room adjoining to 
this chamber was the principal sitting apart- 
ment of the house, and her father now standing 
at its entrance beckoned her forwards. The 
appointments of this room were of the same 
character with those of the bed-chamber, and 
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proportionablj rich, the hangings richly 
wrought, the cushions of green silk, the chairs 
mud tables heavy with carving and gilding, the 
handircws were of copper highly gilt, and 
ornamented with flowers in various colors, 
while two large cupboards^ or ranges of shelves, 
were filled with massive gold and silver plate. 
At the entrance of this room, the step of Ger- 
l^rude faltered, when she perceived the stranger 
itanding near a table spread with wine, and 
other refreshments; his wrapping cloak, and 
slouched hat were thrown aside, and he ap- 
peared attired in a dress of murrey colored 
velvet, and boots of Spanish leather. The 
habit was simply made, but in spite of the 
defect in his figure, it was enough to look at 
the wearer, to be convinced he was a man of no 
common rank ; nor was his alone the chance 
elevation of birth, there was a mind» a meaning 
in the full brow, and the large, and brilliant 
eyes, which filled some with a painful sense of 
inferiority, and all with admiration and respect. 
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His age appeared to be about thirty, but his 
spirited and expressive features, scarce afibrded 
the means of conclusion upon that point, he 
might possibly have numbered a few years 
more. The stranger at the moment when 
Gertrude entered the roomj held in his hand 
what appeared to be a smaH picture, upon 
which his eyes were fixed with an earnest ex-* 

ft 

pression. At the slight noise occasioned by 
the approach of Harding and his daughter, he 
looked up, and with an involuntary rudeness 
gazed intently upon Gertrude. Hers was 
indeed a form to fix the eye that rested on it, 
the slumber so hastily broken^ had restored to 
her cheek the glow which the terrors of the 
night had banished, a profusion of the brightest 
' golden hair had escaped, as she started up from 
the bed, the bands accustomed to confine it, 
and swept luxuriantly over her neck. Her eyes 
were of the softest and sunniest hazel, while the 
unmatched transparency of her skin, had deser* 
vedly obtained for her the name of the lily of 
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Grassstreet. Her face had all that delicacy 
and precision of outline, which dbtinguisbes 
the works of the ancient sculptors : and was 
purely and truly Grecian; though the color^ 
and liveliness of the eyes relieved it from that 
insipidity which too frequently attends a per- 
fect regularity of features. The airy lightness 
of Gertrude's figure was not disguised by the 
monstrous ruff, and frightful farthingale of the 
court ladies ; a petticoat of crimson satin with 
the boddice slashed with black velvet^ and 
trimmed with Venice gold, displayed all the 
symmetry of her form, while the sleeves of lawn 
and lace, wrought with needlework, which 
appeared below the satin, showed that the 
heiress of the rich citizen could indulge in the 
taste for fine linen, as freely as the daughter of 
an Earl. 

The stranger still stood gazing on the lovely 
form at the upper end of the apartment, he had 
been conversant with the courts of Europe, and 
bad seen beauty in its high and low degrees, 
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polished by art, and wild in the charms of 
untutored nature ; jet it seemed, that with one 
exception, he had never met with grace or love* 
liness till now. He forgot in his surprise and 
admiration, those forms of chivalric politeness 
with which he was so well acquainted ; mean* 
time John Harding bending over the fair 
vision, whispered to her a few words which met 
not the ear of the stranger; but their effect 
upon Gertrude was remarkable, the doubtful, 
timid, and half saddened look, changed in a 
moment for one of delight, surprise, and admi- 
ration. 

She relinquished her father's arm, which she 
had at first clasped upon perceiving the jstran- 
ger, and suddenly gliding forwards with the 
lightness and speed of a fairy, she sank ere he 
could prevent her, at his feet, and taking the 
hand which he extended to raise her, she 
pressed it to her lip with the tremulous motion 
of unbounded respect. 

The stranger astonished, and even confused 
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by her assumption of so humble an attitude, 
again attempted to raise her, but gently resist- 
ing the proferred courtesy, while the tears 
gathered in her eyes, Gertrude exclaimed, 
** True disciple of thy fathers faith I brave 
gentleman, loyal peer I suffer the daughter of 
John Harding, of him who must have died in a 
prison but for you, to name that debt of grati- 
tude she may never hope to cancel ; suffer her 
to attempt her thanks for the more than life 
which has been this night preserved to her, by 
the noble Lord Dacre of Gilsland.'^ 

" Gentle Gertrude," replied Leonard Dacre, 
'< when I rescued thy father from the rapacious 
cruelty of Leicester, I did but exercise that 
common kindness, which we owe to all our 
fellow beings, and which surely we should at 
least never refuse to the persecuted few. still 
clinging round the broken altars of our faith. 
But much I have to say, fair Gertrude," con- 
tinued Lord Dacre> raising her from her kneel- 
ing posture, '^ and slender space of time to say 
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it in, and thy heart will belie thy face, if it 
refuse to spare a moment from its private grief, 
to mourn the public wounds of this unhappy 
land." 

" Rightly do you judge my daughter, noble 
lord/' said Harding advancing, and gazing on 
her with a fond pride, ^^ and safely may I 
declare that you will find not in London a 
quicker witted, or more trusty messenger, nor 
yet a neater scribe. The troubled times, alas, 
in which we live, have forced me often to put 
upon the poor child, oflSces that seem to ask an 
older head^ but it hath pleased heaven hitherto 
to make up to her in wisdom, that which she 
must needs want in experience, many is the 
time, I thank the Saints, that my house, and 
my Gertrude, have saved the sufiering confes- 
sors of our faith from the halter and the rack." 

While Harding spoke thus, both he and his 
noble guest, had seated themselves near the 
table, on which the refreshments stood, and 
Gertrude, after stealing into the adjoining apart- 
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ment, and finding Willoughton still quietly 
sleeping, drew a silken cushion near her father's 
feet, and kneeling on it, fixed her eyes upon 
Lord Dacre in eager expectation. 

'* Know you this picture, gentle Gertrude?" 
he exclaimed, extending towards her, the 
minature which she had seen in his hand. She 
took it, and gazed for a few minutes in silence, 
on the beautiful and famed features it repre- 
sented. The strong feelings, the wild enthu- 
siasm of Gertrude, had hitherto slept in the 
deceitful calm of innocence and youth, pros- 
perous youth, surrounded by luxury, and 
indulgence. So gay, so artless, she had hitherto 
appeared, that even her father himself, whose 
thoughts so rarely wandered from her, and 
from her wishes, scarce understood the excess 
of that pity, that indignation, she expressed in 
favor of the hapless original of the picture, 
which she now held with a trembling hand. 

Her fi^e and neck, as she looked upon it, 
became suddenly suffused with a deep crimson. 
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but Buppressing the hysterical affection, which 
would fain have found a vent in tears; she said, 
though with a choked accent, and low, as though 
she dreaded that the walls should hear her dan- 
gerous words. ^^ How, mj lord, should I not 
know the features of England's persecuted 
queen ? yes, calumniated Mary I" she continued 
as to herself. ^' Queen I thou art, of all the 
fertile land of abused England, no less than of 
the cold and cruel country that cast thee on 
the mercy of Elizabeth, of her who knows no 
mercy." 

The fervent tone, and earnest looks of Ger- 
trude filled Lord Dacre with delight and sur- 
prize : much as John Harding, whom he knew 
to be a man himself above the common mould, 
had commended the prudence, and talents of 
his daughter, he had yet almost dreaded that 
she should be made acquainted with a secret, 
on which the lives of so many noble and brave 
men depended. Himself, an enthusiast in 

VOL. L D 
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favor of the queen of Scots, he was enchanted 
to find one who so warmly participated in his 
feelings ; and was not that which wonld have 
charmed him in the aged and the dull, yet a 
greater charm when found in the youthful^ the 
beantifiil, and giflted? His surprize too, made 
Gertrude more interesting, for Lord Dacre had 
some taint of the prejudices of his age, nor did 
he expect to find a chivalric love for a queen, 
in the breast of the chughter of a citizen. He 
had thought that as a Catholic, where her in- 
significance could be of use, she would be 
coldly willing to lend her endeavours ; and 
thought also that the disastrous event of the 
night, and the mysterious loss of her cousin, 
would occupy her mind to the exclusion of all 
else. That it did not do so, was owing to oo 
want of affection towards Lucy Fenton, on the 
part of Gertrude, she loved her with more than 
the tenderness of a sister, but since the time . 
when words bore a meaning to her ear, she had 
nursed every tale of Queen Mary's wrongs. 
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Her pity, her love for her, had become a pas* 
sion, and like all passions concealment had 
added to its strength, and whatever did not 
rdate to it became trivial in comparison. 

'^ Fair Gertrude,'' said Lord Dacre, and his 
deep voice softened to a tone alike thrilling, 
and impressive, ^' if thy gentle soul is so 
touched by the woes of the royal sufferer, 
would it not seem a pleasant task to relieve 
them?" 

" Noble Lord," replied Gertrude, ** fortune 
has decreed me to a very lowly state ; much 
have I sorrowed for the injured Queen, and 
never lamented my mean condition, but when 
thinking of her wrongs ; for alas I felt I was 
too far removed in rank to alleviate them. 
Alas, my lord, the nobly bom pay bitter penal- 
ties for all their high estate — the first in place 
seems often the first in woe; they are hard 
distinctions which shut out the heart's most 
tender sympathies ; the Queen whom I have 

D 3 
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mourned for, may scorn- my pity, but shew 
the way in which the humble Gertrude may 
assist her, and all she has of energy, or life, 
shall be yielded to the glorious purpose. Your 
sex, my lord, have sterner frames to suffer, 
but oh they cannot have more will or patience 
to endure than ours. . I have read,'' con- 
tinued Gertrude, with yet more of solemn 
energy in tier manner, '* how a lowly village 
girl of France, retrieved the waning fortunes 
of her country ; might such a blessed work be 
mine, how joyfully would 1 yield up life when 
it was accomplished, even as she yielded it. 
It is bitter to behold injustice triumph, to see 
this fair world kid at the feet of the wicked ; 
but how sublime is the power, and eternity of 
truth, how noble the task to aid in her sue* 
cess I" 

** And this task, Gertrude, may be thine ; 
the flower of the northern counties are ready 
to arm in support of their righful queen. But 
arms, fair Gertrude, must be had : 'twere worse 
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Chan vain, without a proper supfdy of these 
to encounter the disciplined and well appointed 
forces of the usurping Elizabeth. Nor do we 
rely on our own strength alone ; the great Alva 
has promised his assistance in arms, troops, 
and ammanition, his renowned Captain, "Chia- 
pino Vitelli, the Marquis of Catena, is now in 
London ; and it is the means of conferring 
safely with him, that I hope fair Gertrude to 
obtain, by your assistance, or that of your 
father. A baleful wisdom is Elizabetfa^s, and 
woe to our designs if she suspect that VitelU 
has another mission, than to accommodate his 
master's disputes with her. And Cecil, whose 
suspicion never sleeps, who watches waxy and 
alert, iike the dog whom ancient fables make 
the guard of helL Cecil, whose craft is that 
of the reptile who wiled our parents out of 
paradise ; and Walsingham, with his heart of 
flint ; the profligate, and cruel Leicester, of all 
these fair Gertrude, must we be cautious, and 
for them it is I would not be known to be in 
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London now ; doubtless you are aware how tbe 
court spies infest the dwellings of the greaf 

^' And not alas I the dwellings of the great 
alone," said John Harding with a righ. ^^ All 
degrees of society have been alike drenched 
with the poison of suspicion, the confidence of 
honest friendship is no more; and oh perdi- 
tion to those who have severed them I the 4ie8 
of father, of brother, and of son, are broken — 
wives have been yielded by their husbands to 
the rack, and husbands led by the witnessing 
of their wives to the halter and the stake : 
how long, oh heaven, shall thy wisdom permit 
these horrors ?'' 

^* May your aid, gentle Gertrude," said 
Leonard Dacre, ^^ assist in procuring for me a 
conference with Vitelli. My recollections of 
John Harding, when he led me a child through 
the woods of Bockliffe Castle, long before his 
brother-in-law invited him to try his fortune 
in London, his firm patience when his property 
was seized by Leicester, in fact all that I for- 
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luerly knew of his life, would have led me "to 
seek him in this emergency, even had 1 not been 
urged by the warm entreaties of our poor 
friend Henry Willoughton, with whom I knew 
not till this day, that you were acquainted. 
This hope, then, that you might convey safe 
intelligence of my arrival in London to Chia- 
pino, led Willoughton and myself hither during 
the hours of darkness, for I care not to pass 
through the streets during the day time, lest 
I meet with the spies, or dependants of the 
court ; for well do Elizabeth and Cecil know 
that I love them not. Yet if aught of danger 
to you seems to lurk in this attempt, I pray 
you my friends scruple not to name it, and I 
will think of some other means to obtain speech 
with VitellL'' 

** Rest you content, noble lord," said the 
father and daughter, with one breath, '^ your 
wishes, by to-morrow's sunset, shall be accom- 
plished." 

'^ And if mine errand in London speed well," 
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said Leonard Dacre, ** I depart forthwith for 
Tutbury, the unaeemly residence of the royal 
captive, to make known to her the faith and 
loyal projects of the noble Percy, and the true 
offspring of the Nevils. And now, gentle Ger- 
trudCf I will no longer rob thee of thy repose ; 
the grey tints of the morning stealing through 
the curtains, reproach me with having wearied 
you/' 

** Nay, my Lord," replied Gertrude, turning 
towards him with a bright smile, *^ I weary 
not ; time is most precious in such a case as 
ours, nor must we lose the scanty moments ; I 
will but attend to our poor Henry, who, I 
think, is awaking, and be with you anon to re- 
ceive more nice directions. It behoves us not 
to seem curiously occupied, when our servants 
move around us ; we know not, alas ! whom we 
may safely trust, and slight matters often serve 
to waken great suspicion.'' 

As Gertrude spoke, she glided into the 
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adjoining apartment, the door of which had 
been left open, during the conversation with 
Lord Dacre ; she found Willoughton awake, 
but with his face flushed, and his hand burning 
with fever ; she had smoothed his pillow, sup- 
plied him with a cooling drink, and soothed 
him with a few kind words, and was about to 
return to her father and Lord Dacre, when she 
was startled by a heavy knocking at the house 
door. 

" Let us hope," said she to her father, ** this 
may be some news of our sweet Lucy, but well 
we know that ill fortune must in these days be 
uppermost in our thoughts; were it not prudent 
for the noble Dacre to retire to that safe 
chamber, which only you and I, dear father, 
wot of." 

** Ever my sage Gertrude T replied Harding, 
'* it is well thought of," and lifting the hang- 
ings near the bed's head, he touched a small 
spring, and a door flew open, at the top of a 
J> 5 
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narrow flight of etairs, down these be led Lord 
Dacre^ the aperture closing behind them, while 
Gertrude, having called up the servants to 
answer the noisy summons at the door, drew a 
chair near the sick couch, and sat shivering 
between her hopes for her cooainf and her fears 
for the bold design of Lord Dacre. 
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CHAPTER IIL 



4< 



Oh, night and shades ! 
How are ye joined with hell in triple knot 
Against the unarmed weakness of one virgin, 
Alone and helpless. 

4C0MUB« 



The unfortunate Lucy Fenton had sunk into a 
swoon, as she was conyeyed from the house of 
her father. On regaining her senses, she found 
herself extended on a couch, and in total dark- 
ness, but the low dashing of water, and a current 
of air blowing freshly on her face, convinced 
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her that she was being borne rapidlj along the 
river. A dismal moaning near her filled her 
heart with horror, and she involuntarily uttered 
a responsive sigh. Presently a man appeared 
with a lamp, and she then perceived that she 
was in what seemed to be the oabin of a fishing 
boat, or some vessel of no superior pretensions. 
As the man approached the couch on which she 
lay, she again closed her eyes, thinking that 
while supposed to be asleep, or insensible, an 
opportunity for observation likely to avail her 
in her present desperate situation, might occur. 
The person who had entered paused at her 
side, and held the light over her face, the 
deadly paleness of which sufiBciently confirmed 
the idea of her prolon^j^ed swoon, while her 
"hand, which he took, had assumed the coldness 
as well as the color of marble. 

'^ Poor maiden I" he exclaimed, the com- 
passionate tone of his voice inspired Lucy with 
hope. As he dropped her hand, dfae heard by 
the sound of his steps that he had turned away 
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from the couch, and she ventured to look forth. 
He passed rapidly to the other end of the low, 
and narrow apartment, whence the groans had 
appeared to proceed ; they had, however, ceased 
while the man stood near to Lucy, who rightly 
conjectured that the person had fainted irom 
excess of pain. 

'^ Here, Ware, Morley," cried the other man, 
'^ this chicken-hearted fellow has even swooned 
like a girl I" 

'^ Steady a moment T answered another 
voice, " good, there we have shot past the 
bridge, the gobbling citizens can scarce over- 
take us now I" 

*^ Bear a hand here then !" said the first 
speaker, '* surely, Bobert and Hodge can spare 
you for a moment, the poor young woman looks 
unseemly pale; you, Edmund, where is the 
box with the strong waters, and the scents ?" 

Two other men now appeared, and opening 
a kind of locker, produced a phial filled 
with a reviving essence, and two flasks of wine. 
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They first addressed themselves to the care of 
their companion. 

^^ Ho ! brute apprentice I" cried one, ^ rouse 
up, and taste a cup of noble Burgundy, I 
warrant the royal draught shall make ainple 
amends for the red puddle which thou hast 

lost r 

** Shame upon thee, Edmund Ware I'' said 
the man whom Lucy had first seen^ ^^ a reck- 
less youth art thou always : wouldst thou give 
a man with so unsightly a wound as this, wine 
to drink ? 'Twere fire in his veins to feed the 
fever that is already parching them. Go, fetch 
cold water, to sprinkle his face with, the 
bwdage has dipped from his.wrbt-there that 
is well 1 — ^now, my man, how feel you?" 

*^ Alas !" replied a voice, which though its 
tones were weak and low, was but too well re- 
cognized by Lucy. *^ Is it thus that the Lord 
permits his godly ones to fall by the hand of 
the Philistine ? Truly that man of Beelzebub 
hath smitten me sore I Gracious Gilbert, where 
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is thy master, Sir Philip? a faithful gentleman 
he is, and will doubtless make a consideration 
to Ralph Adams, for the hurt which he has 
received in his service." 

^* Aje, aye, rest thee content T' returned 
GKlbert, in a tone compounded of a grunt and 
a snarl, and seeming to intimate no great com- 
plaisance towards Master Ralph. ^^ Aye, aye^ 
my master pays all who work for him, in pro* 
portion to their work, and by that count, 
Ralph Adams, thou shouldst be well off I'' 

^^ Alas r exclaimed Ralph, '^ my spirit waxes 
low, I feel marvellously weak T 

''Lie thee still I lie thee still, lad!" said 
Gilbert, '' here taste of this cordial, it should 
produce thee a quiet sleep." 

'* But may I not have speech with Sir 
PhiKp?'^ 

'* Rest thee still, fellow, Sir Philip parted 
from us, when thou earnest into the cabin here. 
Thou shalt see him to-morrow, but be patient 
now. lU will it fare both with thee and us, if 
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we see not to the condition of the damsel!'' 
So saying, he turned towards the couch on 
which Lucy was extended. The poor girl 
looked up on his approadi, and cast her eyes 
.mournfully round the place. The scene was 
dismal enough, the cabin itself was narrow, 
and low roofed, its naked rafters black, and 
hung with cobwebs. Its only furniture was 
the locker before mentioned, and two couches 
of faded green stuff, on one of which Lucy 
herself had been placed, while Balph Adams 
rested on the other. With the exception of 
Gilbert, the appearance of her companions was 
ill calculated to cheer her. Of the desperate 
villany of Balph, her present situation was a 
BufiBcient proof. She turned her eyes towards 
the persons of Sir Philip's men ; the counte-> 
nance of Gilbert had a kind expression, it was 
full, ruddy, and good-tempered, he was a man 
passing from the middle, to the decline of life : 
he wore the colors of his master, a blue doublet, 
slashed with tawny, and trimmed with silver 
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laoe, hifl companions. Ware and Morlej, were 
attired in dresses of the same fashion and coloi^ 
but of superior materials, denoting their higher 
rank in their master's household. Their 
doublets were of fine cloth, pu£Ped with satin, 
and powdered with stag's heads in silver, the 
cognizance of their master, this badge appeared 
only on Gilbert's arm, and in a baser metal, the 
hilts of their rapiers were also silver, and a 
rosette of tawny color and silver was fastened 
in their hats. These youths were fit attendants 
of Sir Philip Wynyard ; their persons were 
well made, and their features inclining to 
handsome, but they were rendered unpleasant 
by a dissolute expression, from which the 
forlorn Lucy shrunk ; and lifting her eyes to 
Gilbert she implored for mercy in the most 
piteous terms. " Be content. Mistress Lucy 1" 
said Ralph, raising himself on his couch, and 
losing the sense of his pain in the gratification 
of his malice, '' thou art being borne to the 
house of a noble gentleman, who will Ipve thee 
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in the spirit of the faith, and keep thee eafe 
from thy vain admirer, Henry Willoughton, 
who, if all whispers be true, is grievously in- 
clined to the pestilence of papistry.** 

" Monster of ingratitude T exclaimed Lucy, 
*^ is this thy return for my father's care of thee 
in thy sickness, for the kindness he has shewn 
thee, wretch, from the first hour that thy odious 
person darkened his door.*' 

** Verily, maiden T replied Balph, ** it is the 
return which the ungodly shall receive for those 
works which they term good, and in which they 
place so vain a confidence, disregarding the suf- 
ficiency of faith, which sanctifieth all things, 
making that pleasing and profitable to the Lord, 
which the men of Belial call wicked and un- 
just, for the Lord looketh not to the actions, 
but to the faith, maiden, to the faith." 

** Hypocrite," said Lucy, " the wound under 
which you now smart is doubtless a proof that 
heaven grants success to your villainy." 

^^ It pleaseth the Lord sometimes to try the 
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spirits of his elect, though he levels not his 
bolts at the labourers in his vineyard; but 
the ungodly his right hand hath smitten^ and 
they are crushed into the dust A skilful 
leech must he be who shall restore Henry 
Willoughton : to me, unworthy servant, it was 
allowed to make vain the boastings of the 
wicked. I saw him as he fell with his brow 
broken by the wound which this trusty right 
hand inflicted. 

'^ Alas ! the brave, the worthy Willoughton I" 
exclaimed Lucy springing from the couch, and 
grasping the hand of Gilbert. *^ Man I if you 
have mercy tell me, if he has been slain by this 
wretch ?" 

*' Be comforted, sweet maidenl" replied Gilbert, 
I saw the gallant fall, but I think not he was 
slain ; be but satisfied, and I will procure thee 
intelligence of his fate to-morrow. And now 
poor child, thou art faint and cold, I pray thee 
take a cup of this good wine, and a morsel of a 
manchet.'^ 
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Lucy declined the proffered refreshment, and 
implored him to prove that he really pitied her, 
by restoring her to her father. This he told 
her he did not dare to do, and bending down, 
he entreated her in a low tone to taste the 
wine. ^^ Consider, fair damsel," he said, ^' thoa 
art in no condition to neglect thy bodily 
strength I" a suggestion, the wisdom of which 
she immediately felt, meanwhile Morley and 
Ware approached and eyed her with a bold 
freedom that shocked the defenceless Lucy, but 
•from which she had no means of escaping, 
and Salph wincing every moment under the 
pain of his wound, yet looked at the wine-- 
flask as if he had a strong inclination to make 
himself better acquainted with its contents. 
Upon this, Edmund Ware approached him, 
saying, ^' Friend Balph, thou dost ogle that 
wine-flask, with a great show of affection, but 
I doubt that the austerity of thy faith forbids 
thee to taste I" 

" Surely !" replied Kalph. ** The Lord gives 
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not the wine and the oil, the goodly beeveff, 
and the fat capon, only to wash the lying 
throats, and stuff the sinful maws of the unbe- 
lieving ; evil it is to them, when they are per- 
mitted to eat of the fat, and to drink of the 
strong, and a snare shall these good things be 
to them, leading them to betray the wickedness 
of their hearts. But a support and delight 
are they to the faithful ; and, good youth, I 
pray you give me of the wine, for I thirst T' 
Gilbert no longer interfered to* prevent Ralph 
swallowing the, to him, pernicious draught, and 
fixing the fiask itself to his lips, he greedily 
swallowed the greater portion of its contents, 
while Ware and Morley stood by, in anticipa- 
tion of some malicious sport from the workings 
of the wine on the spirit of the puritan ; they 
were, however, for the time, disappointed ; for 
in five minutes afler he drank it, Ralph fell into 
a profound sleep. Soon afterwards, the other 
three men withdrew from the cabin, and Lucy 
could hear their voices in conversation.^ Thus 
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left for awhile to herself, she began, though 
she knew that escape was for the present 
moment impossible, to revolve its praeticability 
when she should be removed from the boat, 
and first sought to acquire some knowledge of 
the direction in which she was being conveyed. 
Softly rising, she stole across the cabin, at the 
upper end of which she perceived a window, 
with a shutter drawn across it. To reach the 
window, she was compelled to pass the couch 
on which Ralph slept, and she sickened to be- 
hold it all stained with the blood which had 
flowed from his unbound wrist. Carefully 
pushing back the shutter, she looked out upon 
the night, it had cleared considerably, aud the 
pale rays of the moon showed the city in the far 
distance, with the beacon of Bow flaming in 
the midst; nearer at hand they trembled upon the 
spires of Batdifie, and threw a faint light upon 
the houses which rose dark and grim upon the 
banks of the river. Ratclifle, Eotherhithe, 
Wapping, and Deptford were then, as now. 
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places connected with the shipping, but their 
houses were thinly scattered, and made a pic- 
turesque appearance, with here and there a few 
tall trees rising among them. 

Lucy Fenton leaned weeping against the 
cabin window; she possessed not the high toned 
enthusiasm of her cousin Gertrude, and sunk 
under a situation sufficiently alarming to startle 
the strongest nerves. Gradually declining, as 
the boat glided along, into deeper shade, one 
after another the groups of houses disap- 
peared; the cottages of Deptford, with their 
plastered walls, narrow casements, and the 
dark granaries piled among them, were no 
longer seen, and Lucy, who knew the banks 
of the river well, perceived that they were 
approaching Greenwich, at that time a place of 
royal residence. A vivid hope agitated her breast 
that some barge or boat might approach the one 
in which she was confined. In this expectation 
she was not disappointed ; they had just gained 
Greenwich, when the dashing of oars met her 
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ear, and she perceived a barge advancing in 
the moonlight, which streamed in a long line 
down the centre of the river. It was within 
less than a bow shot of the fishing boat, when 
Lucy, leaning from the cabin window, uttered 
a piercing scream, and loudly implored for 
assistance. A shout immediately arose among 
Sir Philip's men, but the barge was nigh, and 
there was na way to escape but in an en*- 
deavour to shoot past it. A few words how- 
ever were spoken to the rowers of the barge 
by a gentleman who was walking on the deck, 
and as the fishing boat skimmed along the 
surface of the water, it was suddenly arrested 
by a grappling iron, which brought it with a 
violent concussion against the side of the 
barge. 

^^ Oh, courteous gentleman, save me from 
these villains !" shrieked Lucy, and the next 
moment she was violently dragged from the 
window, and extended on the floor of the 
cabin, the unwounded hand of Balph Adams 
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grasping her throat, with a violence that 
threatened suffocation; while his eyes flashed 
with all the fury of delirium. Meanwhile the 
cavalier on board the barge advanced^ and 
enquired the meaning of the shriek which 
he had heard. He was a man of portly, 
and majestic figure, the numerous flambeaux 
borne by his attendants in the barge, which was 
painted and gilded in the richest manner, 
showed the costly jewels that ornamented his 
dress, and lighted up his fine, but voluptuous 
features. He was apparently about the mid- 
dle age, perhaps somewhat past it, but 
his uncommon graces, both of face and 
figure, made ample amends for the absence of 
youth. 

The attire of this person was magnificent, 
his doublet was of black velvet, puffed with 
gold tissue, nor were his limbs deformed by the 
enormous trunk hose, so commonly worn at the 
time, his stockings were of knitted silk, then 
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an artiele of great expense, large crimson 
Fosettes decorated bis shoes, and upon the bmall 
black velvet cap, which sat lightly on his head, 
was a plume of white feathers, fastened by an 
agmffie of diamonds^ At his shoulders hung a 
mantle of scarlet cloth, richly embroidered with 
gold, this article of attire was peculiarly appro- 
priated to the noblemen and gentlemen of the 
period. A small falling ruff, of the finest 
foreign laee, was left open at his throat, and 
the hilt of his rapier glittered with jewels.. 
To the angry enquiries made by this person, 
as to the female in the boat, Morley replied, by 
Alleging with the most consummate impudence, 
Aat die was his sister, whom he was conveying 
Ikiek to her father^s house, from which she had 
absecmdedr But the gentleman, being by no 
BleaBS si^tisfied with this- reply, was preparing 
to send his people on board the boat, when 
Mor^y, who had meantime possessed himself 
f^i.«iftat4h9t> severed at a blow,- the cable which 
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held the grappling iron, and the vessels flew 
wide asunder. The cavalier seemed much in- 
clined to order a pursuit, when he was ap- 
proached by a grave looking personage, who 
had sat beneath the awning of the barge, 
quietly watching his friend's proceedings. The 
eountenance of this person was thoughtful and 
impressive, it might even have been termed 
handsome, but for the sini&ter expression of the 
hawklike eyes, and the dubious character of 
the mouth. The tightening of the thin lips as 
ff in resolve, and the smile that always withered 
to a sneer, were equally unpleasant to behold. 
The attire of this person was that of a man of 
rank, but it had none of the splendor of his 
companion's. ^ I knew not,** said this gentle- 
man, in a low but chilling tone, *^ that thou 
hadst so much of the old leaven about thee 
still, as to assume the office of knight-errant to 
distressed damsels." 
^' Heaven forbid that the old leaven should 

E 3 
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poison my beart T returned the other, who was 
nettled by his sarcastic manner, " but it ap- 
peared that the voice of the maiden was known 
to me, and if it be she whom I suspect, she is 
the daughter of an honest man, whose child I 
would not willingly leave in peril T 

*' Thou art marvellously generous I'' replied 
his friend, '^ but who waits for us, uses not to 
like delay : though I forgot, perchance 'twill 
pleasure her to wait for thee,*' he continued, 
his lip curling into a still more sardonic sneer. 
By this time the boat was skimming along like 
a bird, half a mile ahead of the barge, the fur- 
row that marked her course glittering in the 
moonlight. The master of the barge knew 
that in cqjmpan^ of his present guest, it 
would' be unwise to persist in his design of 
pursuit. 

*' Were it not a goodly work to strangle this 
unbelieving maiden, she could then no longer 
sin against the Lord I" said Ralph Adams to 
himself, as he held Lucy on the floor of the 
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cabin. The poor girl meanwhile could hear 
even in her agony, the voice of the owner of 
the barge, to whom she had petitioned for as- 
sistance. In looking at the infuriate counten- 
ance of Ralph, she felt that her life was in 
dangen By the old in sorrow as in years, a 
sudden and violent death is looked upon witii 
«n eye of just alarm ; but to a young creature 
like Lucy, happy, prosperous, beloved, full of 
joy ill the present, and hope for the future, how 
terrible were the moments in which she thought 
«he was about to be crushed out of life by the 
insane fanatic Ralph, what an age of agony 
did not those fleeting momenta contain I Ralph 
Adams had been taken into the house of Lucy^s 
father, Richard Fenton, as the son of a worthy 
fnan, and a well meaning, and really sincere, 
however mistaking reformer. The son resem- 
bled his father only in liie fanaticism, which 
latter quality working upon a froward and 
malicious heart, and a head stupid to a degree 
of idiotcy, had transformed him into a being at 
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once contemptible and fearful. In Fenton^s 
house he had been rather despised than hated, 
even his malice had been pitied as the offspring 
of a defective intellect. It was not remem- 
bered that excessive weakness is often the con- 
comitant of excessive crime, and excessive 
•cunning. 

Certain it was, that the sudden entrance of 
Gilbert to the cabin, alone saved the life of 
Lucy Fenton, whose face was convulsed by 
the strong grasp with which the miscreant had 
seized her throat. It might have been that 
Kalph, in the cool possession of the little sense 
which nature had vouchsafed to bestow upon 
liim, would not have thought of committing a 
crime so cruel, so desperate, and so uncalled fon 
But the deep draught of wine which he had 
taken, had operated balefuUy on his frame, 
already in a state of fever from the pain of the 
wound inflicted by Lord Dacre, and the scream 
of Lucy as the barge appeared, awakened him 
in a high state of delirium. He turned his 
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eyes gleaming with the fury of a fiend upon 
Gilbert as he ^ntered^ exclaiming — 

'^ Stand back^ for the Lord hath delivered 
the ungodly into my hands, to be offered up 
as a sacrifice to him, even as Abraham was to 
have offered up his beloved son, IsaacJ Yerily 
1 tell thee my heart waxes sore within m^, 
when I find myself put upon this deed, the 
claying of the fair maiden, but the commands 
of the Lord, who may venture to gainsay 
them !" 

^^ A murrain upon the mad puritan!" said 
Gilbert — ** hound, leave go the girll Ho! 
Edmund, John, come hither I" 

By the time they came, Gilbert had already 
freed the terrified Lucy; ^but the united 
strength of Morley and himself was necessary 
to bind the fanatic, who, when they had 
forced him back to the couch, bitterly up- 
braided them, for interfering in the work of 
the Lord, who had bid him slay the ungodly 
maiden. 
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^ Hark thee, good friend madman T said 
Gilbert, " that wine has, even as I suspected, 
wrought thee much mischief: thou art de- 
mented with fever, and strong drink, or surely 
thou would'st remember that an angel was 
sent to tell Abraham not to slay Isaac ; there- 
fore thou must have made some small mistake 
about that same command thou dost talk 
about." 

^^ Belike that I did," answered Ralph, ^^ for 
as I wakened out of my sleep, I heard a noise 
of the rushing of waters, and the sound of 
many voices, and methinks one said 'Ralph I 
Ralph I get thou up, and slay the maiden I' " 

'^ Slay the maiden ! get thee gone for a 
sot," cried Gilbert, ** it was save the maiden !" 
But so, here we are ! gentle damsel I" he said, 
approaching Lucy, as the boat a few minutes 
afterwards grated on the sand, left bare by the 
ebbing tide. 

^^ Gentle damsel, will it please you prepare 
to take horse I" then perceiving that she was 
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still half fainting with terror and exhaustion, 
he took from Edmund Ware a large mantle, 
which he held ready, and wrapping her in it, 
he raised her in his arms, and bore her out 
of the cabin. As he scrambled with her up 
the bank Lucy, revived by the fresh air, un- 
closed her eyes, and perceived two men waiting 
at a little distance, with horses for the whole 
party. Ralph was then handed out of the 
boat with very little ceremony, and after some 
jesting between Morlsy, and those who were 
left in it, which Lucy found was occasioned by 
the deception he had practised on the cavalier 
of the barge, the sail was extended, and it 
glided slowly up the river. The poor Lucy, 
while being placed on one of the horses, 
looked round in search of aid, but alas I none 
was near. Sir Philip's men having landed in 
a secluded spot between Woolwich and Green- 
wich, nothing was to be seen but fields 
bordered with dwarf willows near to the river, 
and at a little distance Shooter's hill, and the 
E 5 
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land around it luxuriant with the stately elm 
and birch. Gilbert haying mounted behind 
Lucy, that he might support her ; Ralph was 
firmly bound and placed upon a horse before 
one of the men who had been waiting, and as 
soon as these arrangements were completed, 
the whole party set off at a rapid rate, crossing 
ihe country for about half an hour; at the 
expiration of which time Lucy found that they 
were making a detour, in order to avoid a 
tillage to the right, at a little distance from 
which the turrets of some lofty building met 
her view. But this also they avoided, and 
struck into a lane arched over by the lofty 
trees that were planted on "both sides of it ; 
the path was slippery with the late rain, and 
they were obliged to proceed slowly, and with 
great caution. As they turned out of this 
lane Lucy saw in the moonlight a gate, ap- 
parently forming the entrance to the pleasure 
grounds of some mansion. In this conjecture 
she was not deceived, and soon found that she 
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had arrived at the place of her destination ; 
for Edmund Ware, dbmounting from his 
horse, drew forth a key, with which he unlocked 
the gate, and the whole party passed into the 
grounds ; these were finely wooded, andseemi^gly 
laid out with great taste, for here and there 
Lucy caught a glimpse of the smooth waters 
of an artificial lake, or the sparkling of a foun- 
tain, AS it rose and fell in the moonbeam^, 
which had now either entirely diapersed the 
clouds, or skirted their dark masses with a 
border of light. They soon reached another 
gate, where they again paused, and Gilbert 
dismounting, lifted Lucy from the horse, and 
unlocking the gate, led her into an exten^ 
sive flower garden, while his companions re^ 
ceiving from him a few .words of direction, 
departed, taking Ralph along with them. 

Stone terraces, grottos, temples, and foun- 
tains, hedges of clipped yew, and flower beds 
intersected by an infinity of serpentine paths, 
marked the fashionable garden of the age. 
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Lucy faint and ill, with the strange perils of 
the nighty was weary with traversing it, when 
she perceived a stately mansion, with a broad 
terrace running along the side she was ap- 
proaching; up the steps of this terrace she 
was led by Gilbert. The sight of the mansion 
made her heart sink, for it convinced her that 
she had a powerful oppressor; it was built 
of deep red brick, the form quadrangular, 
and at each corner stood a massive round 
tower, these towers possessed but little 
beauty, their shape being that of a pepper 
box. The windows were innumerable, but 
long and narrow, and surrounded by orna- 
ments in free stone; the terrace which 
Lucy trod was magnificent, marble statues 
graced it at certain distances : between these 
were flowering shrubs, many of them of foreign 
growth ; yet dripping with the rain, they 
shed a delicioue perfume. In the centre of this 
terrace was a noble fountain, having a basin of 
red marble, aurrounded by allegorical figures, 
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wrought in the same material, in the midst 
the waters gushed from the upheld horn oi a 
colossal figure of plenty. A little beyond this 
fountain Gilbert stopped at a small door at 
which he knocked ; a footstep was soon heard 
within, and Lucy shuddered dreadfully as it 
was opened by a woman, fully of the middle 
age, but who yet retained traces of uncommon 
beauty ; upon her head she wore a hood of 
black velvet, worked with silver thread ; her 
petticoat, and boddice were of rose-colored taf&ta, 
slashed with black ; yet to all this gaiety of 
attire so unseemly at her years, her face in 
spite of its lingering beauty presented a strange 
and withering contrast. In her hand she held 
a silver lamp, and as she raised it to examine 
the countenance of Lucy, it showed the lines 
upon her own, which anguish, rather than 
years seemed to have ploughed ; the wild me- 
lancholy of her black eyes ; the marble paleness 
of her cheek. But her sadness seemed not that 
of a wounded and innocent spirit In her 
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face were the deep traces of despair, that 
despair which those only know who mingle 
.their sorrows with their guilt ; this ex- 
pression so wild, so sad, was rendered more 
startling by her gay dress : it was as if a corpse 
liad been attired for a festival. One word.eh§ 
spoke as Lucy entered, ^' Welcome I'' 
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CHAPTER IV. 



8he la fooled 
With a most false effect ; and I, the tnier^ 
So to be false with her. 

Ctmbsliiis. 



The bright sunbeams of a remarkably fine 
October morning, had forced their way between 
the overhanging upper stories of the narrow 
streets and lanes of the city ; dispersing their 
customary gloom, and penetrating even to the 
dusky warehouse of John Harding^ while he 
ransacked his stores, to satisfy the capricious 
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fancy of some half dozen of the court gallants. 
The place was heaped with rich merchandize : 
bales of wrought velvets, and embroidered 
satins, from Persia and Genoa ; gold and silver 
tissues, feathers dyed to all the colours of 
the rainbow ; packages of fine lace, and lawu, 
and tapestry, were ranged on one side of 
the warehouse ; while on the other were vases, 
and drinking cups — some wrought of curious 
wood, others of ivory or agate. There were also 
boxes of costly spices, and preserved fruits, 
rare perfumes, fans, pomander boxes, Venice 
mirrors, scarlet cloth, and all other fineries, 
whether native or foreign. 

Most devoutly did John Harding, on this 
morning, wish that his courtly customers had 
deferred their visit ; once when master Wood, 
the kind warden of the city watch, offered to 
take his place with the apprentices and men 
for a moment, he fitole away from among the 
heaps of unfolded satins, and glittering tissues 
to speak a word of comfort to his distressed 
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brother-in*law, Richard Fenton. Comfort^ 
however^ the latter was in no condition to re- 
ceiye, an unexpected dispatch of business at 
York^ had brought him home on the preceding 
evening, only a few hours after the abduction 
of his daughter; and it was his knocking at 
the door of Harding's house, which had so 
abruptly broken in upon Gertrude's conver- 
sation with Lord Dacre. The remainder of 
the night, and the early part of the ensuing 
morning, were spent by him in attempts to 
find out some clue by which he might recover 
his lost Lucy ; but having failed in every en- 
deavour, he had yielded to despair, and sat 
weeping like a child by the couch of Willough- 
ton, who, in a state of high delirium, encreased 
the distress of the unfortunate father, by rav- 
ing incessantly of that daughter whom he had 
lost. 

'* Where is Gertrude ?" said Harding. 

*' I know not T* replied Fenton, in the 
peevish tones of ever selfish sorrow. " Little 
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care has thy spoiled daughter for an afflicted 
uncle, a sick friend, or a lost cousin ; doubt* 
less^ so wise a damsel must be superior to 
affection. Oh, my sweet Lucy, little didst 
thou think how lightly Gertrude prized thee 1" 

^^ Richard ! you are unjust 1" answered 
Harding: '^at another time^ and wlien, may 
it please a mercifnl heaven, our darling Lucy 
is restored to us, I will prove to you that my 
<Tertrude's heart is as tender, as her mind is 
noble: does our friend here want anything 
which her care could supply? does she not 
know her good nurse, Mabel^ to be a sage 
attendant for the sick ? hath she failed in any 
tender enquiries ? or were it maidenly to watch 
without intermission by the couch of a wounded 
youth f " 

" That it were not T* said, in a low voice, a 
comely looking old woman, as she drew back 
the bed curtain which had concealed her. ^^ I 
pity thee from my heart, master Fenton ; but 
do not be angry with my child, because she 
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escaped the snare into which your*s, unhapiMly, 
has fallen: remember too how harshly, not 
half an hour since, you bid her from your 
sight ; and yet, sweet Iamb, I know she would 
return this minute, and bear with all your ill 
temper, could she but hope to give you a 
moment's comfort. Please not, then, to find 
fault with my child I" Giving a fond parental 
emphasis to the last words, nurse folded round 
her, her ample gown of fine green stuff, settled 
her clean white coif, and sunk back in lier 
chair, the mute, and kind attendant of the 
wounded Henry. 

" Alas !" resumed Harding, '* 'tis a very 
merit in my Gertrude, which so much angers 
thee, Bichard ! how many a tear for her cousin 
must she stifle in the difficult duty which lies 
before her this day ; young and beautiful as she 
is, to what trials am not I even in these hard 
times compelled to expose her. But thy purity 
be thy shield, my own gentle Gertrude ; and if 
heaven has yet a care for the innocent, may we 
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not hope that it will restore our Lucy in safety 
to her friends I" 

And where meanwhile was Gertrude ? 

In Harding's house was a small room hung 
with dark tapestry, it contained a bed, two 
Flemish chairs, some cushions covered with 
purple saye, a table, a closet, and a large and 
curiously carved cabinet of oak. Neither case- 
ment nor door however were visible ; upon the 
table stood a massy silver lamp, fed with per- 
fumed oily its steady spiral flame resting on the 
brow of Lord Dacre, half shadowed as it was 
by the rich masses of his raven hair, while he 
bent attentively over some papers; beauti- 
fully contrasted with his fine and thoughtful 
countenance, that of the fair girl who knelt 
on a cushion at his feet. The eyes of Ger- 
trude were fixed on the face of her preserver, 
while he rapidly wrote on the paper which 
she was to convey for him to the hands of 
Yitelli ; she fancied that she could read the 
spirit's working in that noble face, in the mo- 
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mentarj darkening of the majestic brow, the 
slight motion of the curved lip ; but when he 
suddenly looked up, she almost shrunk as the 
full light of his dark and penetrating eyes 
seemed pouring into her own. 

Is it a lingering memory of some purer state 
of existence, or a sweet prophecy of happiness 
to come, that magical and indefinable intelligence 
which fetters soul to soul : which wakens us so 
suddenly to a new life, to a thousand senses never 
known before. Youth, beauty, all the charms 
of mind may encircle us with their enchant- 
ments, and yet rouse not that throb of sympa- 
thy which pains the bosom with its sweet 
delight: seeming most like a recognition, a 
restoration, to some forfeit bliss. 

Involuntarily the eyes of Gertrude fell be- 
neath the overpowering glance of Lord Dacre, 
she rose from her kneeling posture, and hesi- 
tated to speak, the victim of a confusion from 
which her courtly companion was not free, for 
though he had finished his letter he paused for 
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a moment forgetful of the instructions which 
he was about to give. A silence so embarras- 
sing was broken by a slight noise within the 
oak cabinet, the door of which was opened to 
give John Harding admission to the apartment. 

" Your pardon, noble lord I" he said, *^ if I 
seem to hurry your communications on a matter 
so important as that you would intrust to the 
guidance of my daughter ; but if she leave not 
the house presently, a busy neighbour whom it 
were well should have no knowledge of her 
errand, will be like to insist on accompanying 
her 1" 

" I know well whom you mean I" interrupted 
Gertrude, " our inquisitive Bertha Allen would 
molest us with her affected good will." 

" Even so !" answered Harding. 

" Then with your leave, noble lord," said 
Gertrude, " if your instructions be ready, I 
will forthwith set out for the dwelling of the 
valiant Italian. Fain would I avoid this dame 
of Lombard street, who had last night only a 
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slanderous word for my distress, but whose 
curiosity I well surmised would lead her hither 
this morniDg. The Virgin guard me from the 
defect whicb even now I blame in dame Bertha ; 
but if we are to yield credence to more than the 
mere gossip of the neighbourhood, we may 
keenly suspect her to be one of the mean and 
miserable spies of the court." 

While thus speaking, Gertrude received the 
paper from the hand of Lord Dacre, to- 
gether with a ring, which she was first to pre- 
sent to the Italian. 

" Where now," she continued, ** is Mistress 
Allen?" 

** She holds Mabel in close converse, ming- 
ling her discourse with a thousand malevolent 
sneers at our poor Lucy, and she promises tO' 
remain till she has seen you, my child. '^ 

" Thanks for the information mine acute- 
Mistress Bertha," returned Gertrude ; " I will 
put on my hood, and slip down the back 
•tairs, and let me have three minutes start of 
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the portly dame, I warrant she will not over- 
take me !" 80 saying, Gertrude concealed the 
packet in her bosom^ and playfully waving her 
hand to her father and Lord Dacre, she sprang 
through the open door of the cabinet, and 
vanished up a flight of dark and narrow stairs, 
which were dimly discernible within. 

Gertrude had not overrated her nimbleness 
of foot ; and in five minutes, wrapped in a 
black silk mantle, and with a hood of green 
embroidered silk drawn half over her beautiful 
face, she was hastening along the Com Market, 
bearing in her hand a small basket filled with 
specimens of choice perfumes, her excuse, 
should her errand to the Italian Captain arouse 
any undue observation. Her light step, and 
graceful figure, were not however so easily dis- 
guised, and more than one, ** Good morrow to 
you. Mistress Gertrude !" " Whither so fast, 
our lily of Grass street?" ** Nay tell us, have 
ye heard aught of Mistress Lucy ?" checked 
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the anxious maiden on her way. A more seri- 
ous interruption however awaited her. 

A confused uproar as of an assembled multi- 
tude met her ears as she approached the upper 
part of the Corn Market ; several persons 
hurried past her conversing with great eager- 
ness, and more than once the name of Edward 
Wood, the Warden of the Watch, met her 
ears, accompanied with some epithet of re- 
proach ; considerable numbers too seemed 
hastening towards the Chepe. Now, with all 
her very superior endowments, our fair Ger- 
trude was not altogether exempt from a failing, 
which has been attributed, we do think, rather 
too exclusively to her sex ; she was not free 
from curiosity, and at a less anxious moment, 
she would probably have paused to enquire 
the meaning of the tumult : as it was however, 
she hurried on, a tear for her cousin occasion- 
ally stealing down her cheek, and her heart 
full of apprehension for the success of 
her mission to Yitelli. A long walk was 

VOL, I. F 
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Before her, for the Envoy lodged in Black- 
friars, at that time a fashionable quarter of 
the town. Hastening along with her eyes cast 
down^ at the top of the Gom Market, she was 
startled by feeKng herself suddenly clasped in 
the arms of a person who was running so fast 
in the opposite direction, that it was with 
difficulty he could preserve either her or him- 
self from falling. The cracked tones of the 
voipe of master Williams^ however, reassured 
her, and with a jest at their rude meeting, 
she was about to pass on, when she was delayed 
by the unusual disorder and earnest entreaty 
of the old man. 

Master Williams was an ancient coxcomb 
of the days of Queen Elizabeth, most particu- 
lar as ta the make and fashion of his doublet, 
superintending himself the construction of 
every loop and button hole, though this might 
have been something of a professional preju- 
dice ;r however that might be, the habit of 
master Wifiiams was always made of the finest 
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cloth, and brushed with the nicest care, adorned 
too with such fopperies as chrjstal buttons, 
and gold twist ; not a worn thread or a speck 
of dust was, till this fatal morning, ever seen 
on his little, carefully kept person. Indeed 
it had been observed by Gertrude, and two or 
three malicious damsels of her acquaintance ; 
that in colour and size, the wizen-faced little 
tailor, presented no inapt resemblance to a 
dried cockchafer; and yet the creature thought 
himself a beau, twisted up his coppeivtinted 
features, nodded, and winked, and insinuated 
an awful degree of favor among the dames of 
the city. With them he was indeed a favorite, 
for the enormity of his vanity was to them a 
source of much amusement, which their vic- 
tim most happily, and to his own complete 
content, attributed to a very sentimental emo- 
tion, a hint by the bye, to many a self esteemed 
Adonis, both young and old, in a more modem 
era than that of Queen Elizabeth. 

Alas I however, for poor master WiUiams, 
F 3 
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Fbo now appeared in the Com Market, in a 
pair of grey worated hose, an old doublet, 
patched and stained with continual wear ; and 
his wig — oh that delightful invention of a wig ! 
famous even in the days of master Williams ; 
his wig was twisted hind part before, and 
showed that it was not assumed, as he would 
have had all the dames of the city believe, in 
humble compliance with the courtly fashion, 
which decked a cavalier or a lady, one day 
in locks of Cimmerian hue, and the next 
seemed to have stolen the colour of the hair 
from a sunbeam, but was worn to hide a very 
bald pate indeed. The disorder of master 
Williams' dress fully developed all the'secrets 
of his household; there had, it is true, been 
sundry spiteful whisperings from certain envi- 
ous young men, that the little tailor, when 
safely concealed in the recesses of his own dwell- 
ing, was in the habit of solacing himself with 
somewhat more substantial refreshment than 
the smiles of the fair ; and that on these occa- 
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sions when he courted the goodly wine flask, 
or the fat chine, he was not quite so curious in 
his apparel ; and this scandal his present ap- 
pearance very fully confirmed. 

With all his monstrous folly, and quite as 
monstrous cowardice, the old fellow was not 
really ill-natured, and when no serious danger 
seemed likely to threaten his own precious 
person, he could even forget his vanity in 
anxiety to serve others. It was with no small 
astonishment that Gertrude looked at the old 
man, as he stood for a moment, panting and 
unable from mere want of breath to speak. 
The unusual violence with which he had run 
irom his own house immediately upon the 
receipt of a very good breakfast, and the great 
heat of the morning, had brought big drops of 
perspiration chasing each other over his face, 
in which appeared so strange a mixture of pity 
and affright, that Gertrude paused in real 
alarm to ask him what was the matter, 

^* Alas, the day !*' answered the old man. 
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*^ I marvel not, pretty Gertrude, that yon 
have had no ear for any news, which relates 
not to your cousin, but if the city smart not 
for last night's prank, our gracious queen hath 
no share in the spirit of her regal sire, which, 
God's blessing rest on her anointed person! 
she bath never yet seemed to lack Alas, 
Master Wood I courteous Master Edward 
Wood, it makes my heart sore that thou shouldst 
bear the penalty of this deed !" 

^^ Good Master Williams," said Gertrude, 
" I pray you tell me without delay, what 
other disorderly deed hath been committed? 
was it not enough in one night, that a poor 
maiden should be torn from the house of her 
father, and conveyed as yet, I grieve to tell 
thee, we know not where. What 'evil hath 
been done by Master Wood ? The kind youth 
was occupied during the night in attempts to 
discover the villains who have deprived us of 
my cousin, and since the morning hath he been 
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in the house of my father, endeayouring to oom- 
fort my poor uncle in his lose !'' 

'* Well !" returned Master Williams, with a 
look of terrible alarm, then approaching his 
lips to the ear of Gertrude he whispered* 
^' Certainly the poor warden will be hanged! 
ten thousand blessings on the ^eat Elizabeth, 
ishe liketh not delays, or idleness in office, she 
idleth not herself, and if her servants have a 
mind to be lazy, their laziness will surely prefer 
them to an eminence more lofty than agreeable, 
you understand; a royal command — a great 
elevation, rather a tight collar — ^a little strug- 
gle, and they are never more troubled with any 
work for her Highness!" 
. ^' Por heaven's saJce, Master Williams F said 
Gertrude, ^^ what is the matter, how hath our 
good warden of the watch come under the 
queen's displeasure ? Alas ! you well know he 
spent the best part of last night in an attempt 
to recover for us our poor Lucy," 
^' There is the matter, my lily Gertrude ! 
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while this good warden was looking after thy 
cousin^ he chanced to neglect a more especial 
duty : when the cat is away, my Gertrude I if 
the mice take liberties in her absence, she must 
look out for due punishment of her carelessness 
in return, and to some purpose have the mice 
played this night, thou knowest Eleanor's cross 
in the Chepe I" 

*^ Nay !" exclaimed Gertrude, at once startled 
into attention, *' after the orders of her Grrace, 
surely the Puritans have not again ventured 
to deface it ?" 

*' By my troth, sweet Gertrude I even so 
much have they ventured, the image of the 
Virgin is again torn down, and oh fie I look not 
at the cross as you pass by, my pretty maiden, 
it were not meet that the eyes of an innocent 
damsel should behold the figure which these 
self-elected men of the Lord, have been bold 
enough to put up in its place. This must they 
have done during the latter watches of the 
night ; but all blame falls upon our poor friend 
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the warden, whose duty it is to guard against 
such breaking of the peace within the limits of 
the city. Her Grace too, ill it haps for Master 
Wood, has heard the news, and cometh herself 
to inspect the Cross in the Chepe, and the 
damage which hath been done ; poor youth, he 
will certainly be hanged ! so says every one in 
the crowd about the Cross, and no one knows 
either, where the warden now is. But I guessed, 
my gentle Gertrude, and so when I heard what 
had happened, I set out ev^ in my morning 
attire for the house of thy father I nay look not 
ao red, and pale by turns my tender heart, go 
thy ways, I wiH put thy friend Edward on his 
guard ; let him but keep out of the way for a 
few weeks till the first burst of the queen's 
displeasure be past, or till they find these dull 
witted saints." 

'* Heaven grant that they may !" said Ger- 
trude anxioudy. 

'* Oh 1" returned Master Williams, *' I pray 
you think -not I retain any preference for the 
F 5 
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old religion, unauthorized by the wisdom of 
our sagacious queen ; but jet I am free to con- 
fess I most trulj hate these Puritans : fellows 
with a pursed up lip, and a leering eje, sour, 
and licentious ; inflicting a penance onl j on the 
tongue, with whose uncharitable words they 
would fain hide a heart full of all worldly cor- 
ruptions. A bitter set they are Mistress Ger-r 
trude, they would rob a man of his yery bread ; 
would you belieye they have lectured me upon 
the sin of trimming the doublets of my cus- 
tomers with gold lace ; and named me a son of 
Beelzebub that I live by the fabrication of such 
vanities ; nay, thy uncle's villain servant Balpb, 
told me one day, that did we wear our habits in 
compliance with the injunctions of the Lord, 
we should appear clad only in the undressed 
skins of beasts, for in sooth, Adam possessed 
no more curious covering! Think of that. 
Mistress Gertrude, a man to walk through the 
Corn Market, with a calf^ or a sheep skin over 
his shQulders; such is the decency of these 
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•saints : oh, I coidd forgive them for anything 
but such malicious attempts to destroy the 

m 

credit of a Christian apparel I and then the 
figure in the ChepeF 

^' Grood, Master Williams P' interposed Ger- 
trude, ^* delay not I pray you, if you were 
going to the house of my father, Master Wood 
is indeed there, and if you really think that 
aught of danger threatens him^ hasten, I pray, 
to give him warning of it 1" 

" I will be as fleet-footed as thyself, on att 
errand that is to give thee pleasure^ Gertrude, 
barring that I have a most true affection for 
our honest warden. Fare you well, sweet! 
God speed you on your errand, and I on mine 1 
to saying, the old num warmly pressed the 
hand of Gertrude, and hastened towards the 
house of her father. 

Filled now with a new anxiety, added to the 
^many cares thiU; before oppressed her, the 
damsel pursued her way: the unquiet times 
in which she lived, had given her at seventeen 
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years of age, all those prophetic apprehensions 
of sorrow, which naturally belong only to an 
advanced period of life: the bitter fruits of 
constant disappointment, and unmerited neg- 
lect. The caution of master Williams, that 
she should not look too curiously at the figure 
which had been so audaciously put up during 
the night at the Cross of Cheping, was quite 
unnecessary, for so dense a crowd of the 
citizens had collected, that it was with difficulty 
that Gertrude made her way through them. 
Yet a short time before, this beautiful specimen 
of gothic art had been covertly defaced by the 
teal of the Puritans, by whom it was bitterly 
hated as a remnant of Popery highly offensive 
to all discreet eyes. Their gracious sovereign 
happened however to entertain a different opin- 
ion, and the Cross being repaired, she ordered 
that the figures of the virgin and child, with 
which it was before decorated, should be re- 
placed ; but these papistical figures were not 
to be tolerated even at the command of Eliza- 
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beth, and accordingly on the night of Lucy 
Fenton*8 abduction, they were again torn 
down. The persons concerned in this 
daring act, fixing upon the Cross, a licen* 
tious figure of Diana; no doubt intending 
thereby to convey to the Queen, and to pos- 
terity, a correct notion of their modesty, for- 
bearance, and other highly Christian virtues. 
The anxious mind of Gertrude did not prevent 
her observance of the anxiety depicted on the 
countenances of many of the loiterers in the 
Chepe; Queen Elizabeth being known for a 
lady quite as self-willed as could be any of 
her Puritan subjects, a sort of nervous appre- 
hension prevailed ajnong the inhabitants of the 
city, as to the full results of the past night's 
adventure. The scene was however marked 
by a worse character ; it was not merely the idle 
enquiry, the unconcerned gaze, of a simply 
curious crowd ; or even a honest apprehension 
of the Queen's anger: the dreadful spirit of 
suspicion, and selfishness, lurked in many a 



no LORD DAC&B) 

cunning, half olosed eje, many a Ay question^ 
for lie only felt himself secure who could 
legally criminate another. Fear now added 
fleetness to the step of Gertrude; knowing 
how her family was implicated in Edward 
Wood's absence from his post, and seeure that 
the latter would be warned of his danger by 
the good natured little tailor, she shrunk in 
appalling apprehension from the curious gaze 
of the citizens. Breathless, and exhausted, she 
paused for a few minutes when she reached 
the dwelling of the Italian ; it was an old and 
gloomy house, built in the reign of Henry 
the sixth ; a large garden surrounded it, and 
though within the precincts of the Blackfriars, 
it was considerably secluded, standing in the 
midst of a garden, which swept down 
towards the river ; at noon-day, even, ther^ 
was something dreary in the stillness of this 
spot. The wall which encircled the garden 
was green with age, and in some places gar- 
landed with ivy, and the old beech trees that 
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stood on either side the gate way, with the 
red leaves that jet remained on their already 
half stript boughs^ presented only a stately 
image of desolation. With all her heroism, 
Gertrude was not not quite free from the 
nervous affections which so largely predomi- 
nate in the temperament of modem fine ladieS) 
and her heart beat somewhat quicker than 
usual as she struck upon the portal bell, and 
thought of the weighty secret with which she 
had been intrusted. The gate was at once 
opened, and she foimd herself surrounded by 
a crowd of gaping menials, the customary 
effrontery of whose manners, her youth, and 
beauty, were not calculated to check. 

** I pray you I" said Gertrude, whose sensi- 
tive modesty recoiled from their rude gaze, 
^' I pray you, will the Italian captain give me 
audience for a moment ?" 

*^ Fair damsel I" cried a youth of some three 
and twenty years, waving back the lacqueys 
with an air that bespoke his station in his 
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master's household to be superior to theirs. 
*' The bright sun of la bella Italia, has shone 
in vain on the head of our gallant captain if he 
refuse aught to so fair a petitioner. But the 
potent Elizabeth honors him at the mid-day 
meal, and he is at present fully occupied in pre- 
parations for his august visitor, and scarce will 
his leisure allow a moment even for so lovely a 
guest as thyself. Might the most humble ser- 
vice of a poor secretary suffice in the interim, 
or prevail for the withdrawal of the envious 
screen whose malicious attempt to conceal the 
face beneath it is so ineffectual ?" 

** I beseech you, sir!" returned Gertrude, 
'' as your speech, and appearance mark you of 
gentle birth, do not disgrace them by so un- 
civil a bearing : though only the daughter of a 
citizen, I am but little used to freedoms such 
as these !" 

As she spoke thus, she vainly strove to ex- 
tricate herself from the youth; who firmly 
clasping her rotmd the waist, had pushed back 
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her hood, and exposed her blushing counte- 
nance to the gaze of his companioha This 
young man was attired in a doublet of scarlet 
cloth, puffed with black, and trimmed with 
gold ; on his head he wore a small cap, with a 
plume of scarlet and blue feathers. His deep 
olive complexion, and piercing dark eyes, be- 
spoke him a native of the ^' sweet south;" though 
his language was very slightly marked by a 
foreign accent The serving men who stood 
round him, were habited in murrey coloured 
cloth, guarded with white. Another person 
there was, who at the moment of Gertrude's 
entrance had been conversing with the secre- 
tary, but who was now drawn forwards by her 
sweet and imploring accents. 

'' Fie on you, Mancinil" he exclaimed, " let 
the maiden go and fulfill her errand to thy master, 
she hath rebuked thee well, cans't thou not 
read a difference between that blushing face, 
and the bold looks of thy light o' love ?" 

'' Faith !" answered Mancini, *^ to my eyes 
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thiB face differs most from those of other 
damsels, in that it is without offence to the 
best bom beauties of the land, the fairest that 
ever gladdened mine eyes to behold. But you 
my ascetic, my frozen hermit of the north ; 
with dreams of an unapproachable star, con- 
tent you with the cold visions it bestows. And 
be assured, that even this loveliest of Eve's 
daughters, leaves Mancini heart free, when her 
brow is darkened by a frown. Here ends thy 
penalty, and my offence, my beauty !'' 

So saying, Mancini bent down, and kissed 
the crimsoned brow of Gertrude, then releasing 
her, and doiSing his plumed cap, he extended 
his hand with an air of respectful and courtly 
politeness. '' Fair maiden,*" he said, '' if you 
will please accept my conduct, I will make an 
effort to obtain you an audience of YitellL" 

** I thank you, sir!" she answered, at once 
reassured by his altered manner, '* and you too, 
most gentle stranger!" she added, turning 
towards the gentleman who had checked the 
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rudeness of Manoini ; his appearance, howeyer, 
fixed her attention, and she lingered for a 
moment ere she accompanied Mancini towards 
the house. 

Though he was seemingly very young, the 
tall figure of the stranger was marked by that 
bending of the neck and shoulders, which is 
usually the characteristic of advanced years. 
Luxuriant, but neglected curls of chesnut hair 
clustered round a countenance, the expression 
of which, was equally wild and sad ; even in 
her transitory glance, Gertrude almost fancied 
that she could trace something of the wavering 
of insanity in the deep blue eye ; and more than 
common grief in the furrowed brow, and 
marble paleness of the cheek. The face was 
one too, whose earliest, and most natural ex- 
pression, the beholder might have thought 
would have been amiable and joyoua The 
fair complexion, the finely cut lips, the Grecian 
outline, seemed unfitting to the look of fierce 
severity that marred their beauty, and awoke 
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in the hearts of others a mingled feeling oi 
terror and surprbe. The heavy folds too of 
his black mantle, the sable plume that nodded 
over his pale face, gave an additional air of 
wildness and singularity to the appearance of 
this young man. A cold, " Thou art welcome 
maiden," was his only reply to the thanks of 
Gertrude, and folding his arms in his cloak, he 
was strolling down one of the quaint and 
trimmed avenues of the garden, when the 
voice of Mancini arrested his steps. 

'* Stay you, Antonio mio !•' he said, ^^ take 
this key, and go to the garden entrance at the 
back of the house, it will admit you to my 
chamber, I will be with you anon. Now 
gentle damsel," he continued, taking the hand 
of Gertrude, and leading her down one of the 
paths, the tall form of bis friend slowly pro- 
gressing among the trees at the other side of 
the garden. More than once Mancini cast his 
eyes in that direction. '^ Oime !*' he muttered 
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to himself in his native tongue. '^ Oime I il 
povero Antonio ! Antonio mio !'' 

Signs of the bustle attendant on the pro* 
mised visit of the queen to Yitelli, appeared as 
Gertrude approached the house; servants hastily 
crossed the narrow paths of the garden, the 
voice of the sewer was heard in a loud tone 
through the open window of the buttery; 
while his attendants were seen hurrying through 
the haU, bearing pasties, dishes of spiced meats, 
and curious confections. 

'^ I almost doubt me, gentle maid r said Man- 
cini, ^* if after all I be able to procure yon 
speech with the Marquis ; but I will essay my 
best r 

^< Could you, sir, obtain me that grace even 
for a moment :" answered Gertrude : *' I should 
feel most truly grateful T 

While thus speaking, they reached the prin- 
cipal entrance of the house. It was a some- 
what spacious but very gloomy looking mansion, 
built, as before observed, in the troubled reign 



118 LORD DACBB, 

of the sixth Henry. The unquiet nature of 
the times, when dvil disturbances exposed even 
those who would fain have avoided all share in 
the conflict, to be alternately plundered by 
either of the contending parties, had perhaps 
induced the original proprietors of the house, 
to secure it by defences, not common in those 
days to a city dwelling. The casements were 
few and narrow, deep sunk in the wall, and de- 
fended on the interior by shutters of massy 
oak, lined with iron : the house itself was of 
deep red brick, with copings and buttresses of 
tftone ; before it stretched a small lawn, mowe^ 
smooth, and dotted here and there with a tall 
elm. Heavy folding doors of oak, lined like 
the shutters with iron, admitted Gertrude and 
Mancini to the hall of the dwelling : this was 
a somewhat spacious apartment, obscurely 
lighted by two narrow arched casements, and 
with its roof strengthened by ponderous beams 
of oak. At either side was an open door; 
from that on the left, issued the attendants of 
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the sewer, in the apartment to the right, Ger- 
trude perceived as she passed it, a long table 
being set out for the queen's entertainment, 
at the upper end of the hall was a broad stair- 
case, on ascending which she found herself in 
a vaulted gallery. ^ 

" Fair maid I' said Mancini, unclosing a 
door, ^^ this is the apartment in which I am 
used to wait the summons of my master, will it 
please you to tarry here, while I crave him to 
give you audience : should you, however, hear 
voices approaching before my return, you will 
perhaps step into this corridor." 

So saying, Mancini removed the crimson 
hangings of the apartment, and pushed open 
a small door, through which Gertrude per- 
ceived a narrow and misty passage : accustomed 
as she was to perilous adventures, her heart 
beat with a nervous rapidity when the secretary 
disappeared. The room in which she now 
waited was situated at the back of the house, 
it had a deep bay window, overlooking the 
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garden, and the Thames ; it was furnished in 
the fashion of the time, with cumbrous chairs, 
and piles of cushions. Gertrude was well 
aware of the dangerous nature of her own un- 
dertaking, and the promised visit of the queen 
to the Italian did not excite any very pleasur- 
able emotion. Her idolatry of the queen of 
Scots, had wrought in her mind a correspond- 
ing horror and dislike of Elizabeth ; she 
shrunk as from a basilisk, at the bare idea 
of a near approach to that terrible woman, 
whose will to commit evil, was she believed 
only equalled by her power to subvert good. 
Perhaps even, in her deep rooted aversion. 
Gertrude's mind had hitherto failed some- 
what in its accustomed acuteness, and she did 
not render justice to the abilities of the sove- 
reign, whose evil passions were ever paramount 
in her thoughts. Elizabeth, the mean, malici- 
ous woman, the tyrant of a beautiful and hapless 
rival, the ungenerous, the unjust — she who 
promised shelter like the unyielding oak, and 
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broke as the frail willow wand beneath the 
trusting grasp. Evilly was Elizabeth pictured 
in the soul of Gertrude, the foremost figure on 
the canvass, marked strongly by its own de- 
formity, the better points of the portrait, the 
unyielding energy, the keen penetration, all 
obscured, the crafty counsellors all forgotten ; 
but behind that figure lurked a dark trium- 
virate, Cecil, Walsingham, Leicester, serpents 
at the ear of Eve, prompt with the whispers 
of sleepless cunning and never dying malice. 
The mind of the humble daughter of John 
Harding yielded not in energy and activity to 
that of the stem Tudor herself, and a world 
of wild thoughts chased each other through 
her brain, as she leaned in the deep embrasure 
of the window, awaiting a summons to the 
Italian captain : ever prominent was the 
fair form of Mary, on the English throne, and 
her rival, drooping in some dreary prison in 
her stead. From these reflections she was 
roused by the sound of rapidly approaching 

VOL L o 
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steps, and loud voices in the vaulted gallery, 
true to the instructions of Mancini, she raised 
the hangings, and glided into the passage he 
had pointed out to her ; the mistiness of twi- 
light prevailed there, one very small casement 
placed high in the wall, and half covered by 
the broad-leaved ivy, alone admitting the 
broken sunbeams. Gertrude now heard voices 
and steps in the apartment which she had 
just left, and instinctively she crept further 
into the long passage ; what however was her 
terror when she perceived that she was not 
alone, the figure of a man muffled in a dafk 
mantle stealthily approached her: she had 
thrown back her hood on entering the passage, 
and as she stood at the moment immediately 
beneath the casement, the faint light that stole 
through it settled full upon her features. She 
perceived at once that she was recognised by 
the intruder, who, suddenly clasping her in 
his arms, drew her into the obscure part of 
the passage, and kissed her lips and brow with 
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a violence which excited her aBtpnishment and 
terror. A scream, half stifled by the remem- 
brance of the important mission with which she 
had been intrusted by Lord Dacre, rose to her 
lips, as she struggled in the embrace of the 
bold stranger. 

" Hush, pretty Papist 1 for your life ! or, 
for what it may be, you value more, for your 
plots r said he in a voice, the tones of which 
were unrecognised by Gertrude ; while a pair 
of penetrating eyes glared down upon her, 
sparkling through the obscurity that veiled the 
other features of her assailant. '^ How were 
it/' he continued, clasping her yet more closely., 
" if I inform the she-lynx of your mission to 
Vitelli, think you that the darkness shrouded 
your father's visitant from every eye, or 
that the Dacre, once seen, were readily for- 
gotten ?" 

A low sob of terror, a half muttered prayer 
for mercy, was Gertrude's only reply. 

*' Fear not, loveliest of traitors," returned 
G 3 
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the stranger, " thou dost not kneel more de- 
Toutlj to the idols of the ancient faith, than 
I will kneel to thee ; one tress of thy golden 
hair, fair daughter of Babjlon, were dearer 
to me than all the gems which mock the decay- 
ing beauty of the vain Elizabeth P 

" Who, who, art thou ?" gasped the terror 
stricken Gertrude* 

'^ One who knows well how the old leaven 
of papistry taints the heart of John Harding, 
and how he has nursed his fair daughter amid 
the delusions of that forbidden faith ; one too, 
who even for that daughter's sake would- spare 
his life, already forfeit to the law. But look 
thou sweet, and thy old father shall yet remain 
proof against suspicion." 

" Villain I" exclaimed Gertrude, *^ whoever 
you are, let me go, my voice, if not my 
strength, may free me from this ruffian grasp." 

^' Doubtless !" returned the stranger ironi- 
cally, but still speaking in a subdued tone, 
'^ your shrieks will soon summon assistance ; 
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wKy then brook that I should detain you for 
a moment ? Above all, when it will so well 
atscord with the fame of a modest damsel, to 
be found lurking in a dark passage of the 
gallant Yitelli's abode. Would it like yoU 
best, beautiful Gertrude, to declare the real 
motives of your visit, or would you chuse 
rather to be made a tale for the dames and 
damsels of the city, and the court, and let 
them flout at her frailty, whose charms have 
alike filled the heart of the proud peeress, 
and the merchant's wife with gall ? Know 
you neither why the Queen visits Vitelli ? 
She is on her way to the Cross of Cheping, 
incensed at the late audacious violation of her 
commands, resolved at once to see what in- 
jury has been committed, and to heap the 
full measure of her wrath upon the heads of 
the offenders. So much did the Italian learn 
at court this morning, and he prayed her to 
grace his house by pausing to take in it the 
wd-day meal. Now bethink you, Gertrude, 
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bow thy father, or thyself5 may be implicated 
with the offenders of the Chepe ?** 

^' Man I man I" said Gertrude, '^ thy craft 
equals not thy malice. If my father and my- 
self be suspected of clinging to the ancient 
faith, even that suspicion shall be as a shield 
of brass, to screen us from all charge of con- 
federacy with the bold men who dared deface 
the Cross* Would a Catholic tear down the 
sculptured form of the Madonna ?" 

" Have you lived, Gertrude," returned the 
stranger with a low biting laugh, ^'even 
through your brief period of existence, and 
have you yet to learn that envy, and hatred 
call not on reason, to sauce their banquet of 
revenge ? a charge of guilt, in these days at 
least, will not fail, because it may happen to 
be incongruous." 

" Good heaven I" cried Gertrude, " what 
will become of me !" she felt the bitter truth 
of the concluding remark. 
^^ Give me but a token I" answered the 
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Stranger, ** a glove, the ribbon that binds yoar 
hair, or the girdle from your waist, that by its 
possession you may know me, and hard must 
be that strait in which mj power would be 
insufficient to preserve you T 

" Never !" replied Gertrude. *' I know not 
whether your power to execute, be great an 
your will to threat, but neither threatS5 nor 
such bold conjectures as you may hazard, 
respecting the visitants, and the faith c^ my 
father, can appal me into a compromise of my 
own honor, by a bestowal of a token upon I 
know not whom, but upon one, whose present 
conduct, indeed, speaketh but slenderly in his 
favor!" 

'^ Bash girl I" said the stranger, ^' would you 
dare me ? have you forgotten so soon .your 
peril of last night, if not safe in the well barred 
dwelling of your uncle, how can you now, 
alone, and unprotected, calculate for one mo- 
ment the crushing evils which the next may 
bring? Yet withal, Gertrude, I do applaud 
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thj wit, which terms my knowledge of a truth, 
conjecture T 

^^ And thou, I conclude," answered Ger- 
trude, ^* wert of the number of the poor 
spirited knaves whose cowardly malice could 
dare no greater enterprize than that of tearing 
a hapless maiden from her home T 

" Truly, I was not of their number, though 
had they secured so fair a treasure as thyself, 
much had I bemoaned me at their good fortune, 
but thy pretty, blue eyed cousin has few at- 
tractions for me, and fate most surely preserved 
thee as a prize for myself. I will make thee 
the lady of a wide domain, thy life shall pass 
as in the fabled fairy-land, and thy father be 
secure : but a word now, a motion of resistance, 
and thy fair fame, and thy father's life, his life 
Gertrude, shall avenge my disappointment !" 

As the stranger spoke these last words, be 
grasped his victim more firmly, and prepared 
to force her to the remote extremity of the 
passage. Overcome by her terror, Gertrude 
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felt a sensation of faintness, her eyes grew 
dim, and the features of the stranger swam 
before her, yet more dubious than they had ap« 
peared in the uncertain light *; conscious of her 
impending danger yet wholly unable to resist 
it. She was borne through the passage, and 
down a steep flight of stone «tairs at its termi- 
nation ; a cold breeze of air blowing on her 
face, however, partly revived her, and the 
hollow sound of the stranger's footsteps con- 
vinced her that he was traversing a vault, the 
light was as doubtful as in the gallery above, 
and proceeded through a few iron bars placed 
high in the outer wall, through these bars too, 
passed the current of air which had restored 
her failing senses. An arched iron doorway was 
before them, and to the right appeared a flight 
of stairs as steep as those which the stranger 
had just descended ; he paused at the door, but 
it was secured by a massive bolt, and he was 
fain to support Gertrude on one arm, while 
he withdrew the fastening ; his hand, however, 

O 
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was arrested in the act^ by a person who had 
glided with the rapidity of thought but of the 
remote obscurity of the vault. Paralyzed by 
surprise, and half choked by the strong grasp 
which the new comer had laid upon his throaty 
the stranger loosed his hold of Gertrude, and 
she looked up to recognize in the uncertain 
light, the dark garments and wild blue eyes of 
the yoimg man, who had before interfered in 
her behalf, and whom Mancini had addressed 
by the name of Antonio. Gertrude shuddered, 
for in thabi faint light she beheld a dagger 
gleaming in his hand, and it was pointed at the 
breast of her oppressor ; the stranger gasped 
for utterance, and embarrassed by his heavy 
mantle, felt vainly for the handle of his rapier. 

'* Resist not," said Antonio, *' for your life ! 
At once, and alone, pass through this door, or 
the next moment is your laist." 

" Never I" said the stranger. " I know thee, 
traitor T' 

" And I know thee, proud lord I" returned 
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Antonio, slightly' raising the dagger^ and point- 
ing towards a silver whistle which was hung 
round his neck by a chain of the same metal, 
*' thou art now in my power, and a breath of 
mine upon this slight insrttument, would caet 
such odds against thee as thou weuldst not care 
to look upon ; be silent, and begone, I would 
not cut thee off amid thy sins ; I would not 
have thy blood upon my soul, not thy blood T 

The stranger groaned with suppressed pas- 
sion, yet, as Antonio drew back the door of the 
vault, he passed through it, but as the light 
from withou.t flashed momentarily upon hifi 
features, ere it closed behind him, Gertrude 
grew sick at heart, for even in that filighi;' 
glance she had recognised them, and knew that 
«he had indeed a powerful foe. The young 
man meanwhile, folded his arms in hie mantle, 
^nd was withdrawing again into the more 
obscure part of the vault, where Gertrude 
dimly perceived a half open door, leading ap- 
parently into another equally dismal apartment. 
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lie turned suddenly however, as if then remem- 
bering her presence, and in a sharp, though 
husky tone, bade her ^^ Begone I" 

There was something in the voice and 
gestures of this strange young man which had 
firmly iippressed Gertrude with a belief that he 
was insane, and dreading him on that account 
little less than the person from whose lawless 
designs he had so lately rescued her^ she 
waited for no second command to begone, but 
fled with as much precipitation as the almost 
total darkness, and her excessive terror would 
permit, up the staircase immediately before her, 
nor did she perceive in her haste and confusion, 
that it was not the same down which she had 
been so lately borne. 

After mounting some dozen steps, she 
reached a narrow landing place, from which 
the ascent diverged to the right, down this 
latter flight of stairs poured a thin, narrow 
stream of light, proceeding from a partly open 
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door at their summit ; how joyfully did Ger* 
trude hailthe light of day, though it dis* 
covered only the green color of the stone 
steps and the walls mildewed with age. 

With renewed hope she sprung up the stair- 
case, and pushing open the door, obtained 
admittance into a spacious, but apparently 
deserted chamber; the hangings were in several 
places dropping from the walls, and the dust of 
many years, together with the ardent rays of 
the sun, that poured through the high arched 
windows, had robbed them of their bright 
colors. 

Not a ,vestige of furniture was in this apart- 
ment, but as Gertrude gazed curiously through 
its dusky space, she stumbled, and nearly fell 
over a silver crucifix about half a foot long, 
which lay upon the ground. Instinctively and 
reverently did she stoop to pick it up ; as she 
examined it, she perceived a spring by which it 
would open at the back, on pressing this spring 
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Oertrude discovered a little hollow box within 
the figure, intended no doubt to contain some 
relic. Instead however, of any such holy re- 
membrancer, it was now the depositary of a 
tightly folded strip of parchment, which on 
drawing from its place of concealment she 
found to be covered with ciphers. 

On perceiving these ciphers Gertrude hastily 
replaced the scroll, and returning the danger- 
ous parchment to its concealment, laid the 
crucifix softly again upon the floor. She knew 
not what secrets were contained in those 
ciphers, and to have been found even with that 
reliquary in her hand, might have compromised 
her life. She now looked round in search of es- 
cape from this lone room, and approached a door 
on the left hand, in considerable apprehension 
lest she should find it locked. Such however 
was not the case, it admitted her into a little 
vestibule, lighted by an arched window, over- 
looking the gardens, and containing three 
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doors. One of these doors stood partly open, 
and a low murmuring of voices from within 
met her ears. 

Gertrude paused for a moment, irresolute 
whether to advance or to recede, then secure 
in the belief that her late audacious and power- 
ful oppressor had certainly quitted the house, 
and feeling also the danger that attended her 
own protracted stay, and the necessity of at 
once discharging her mission to the Marquis 
Vitelli, she resolved to enquire for him of the 
inmates of that apartment. The door yielded 
readily to her touch, and admitted her to a 
handsome room. 

At a small bronze table stood the secretary 
Mancini, waiting apparently the instructions of 
a* gentleman in whom she did not hesitate to 
conclude that she beheld the great Italian com- 
mander. Something of the genius of its occu- 
pant might be traced in . the furniture, and 
decorations of that apartment. The walls were 
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hung like those of the anti-chamber, with 
crimson cloth, and depending from them were 

m 

two brace of curiously wrought pistols, an 
Oriental sabre in a rich scabbard, and a Milan 
breastplate damasked with gold ; on the table 
before him laj open a huge parchment tome of 
military tactics, and beside it one of the light 
rapiers commonly worn by the gentleman of 
the time. The pressure of the helmet, perhaps 
had somewhat thinned the dark locks on the 
forehead of the Italian, and there were a few 
slight furrows just traceable about his mouth, 
but all the fire and vivacity of youth still 
sparkled in his large black eye. The figure of 
Yitelli was noble and dignified, and in prepara- 
tion for the Queen's visit, he was richly attired 
in a suit of green velvet, pufiTed with white 
satin, and cloth of gold ; on Bis breast hung a 
brilliant star, and an agraffe of rubies confined 
th<9 white plume in the velvet cap that lay 
beside him. In a huge Flemish chair opposite 
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the couch un which Yitelli sat, reclined a 
middle aged person, clad in a doublet of dark 
blue, with a long wrapping mantle of the same 
color, a small ruff of Flanders lace encircled his 
throat, and a massive gold chain crossed his 
breast; there was, however, in his appearance 
something of the primness, so highly advocated 
in the austere doctrines of the Puritans ; and 
the cynical expression of his somewhat spare 
features^ and the searching glance of his keen, 
deep set, grey eye excited an unpleasant 
feeling in the beholder. Gertrude faltered for 
a moment when she saw this person, then 
stringing her nerves to the magnitude of the 
demand upon their firmness, she advanced with 
an enquiry for the Italian Captain. 

The cavalier, who was seated on the couch 
immediately rose, and his looks expressed his 
surprise at the sudden and unlocked for intru« 
sion of so fair a visitant, but he named himself 
as Yitelli, and the deep flush which crossed the 
brow of the Secretary at once bespoke his con- 
fusion. He stammered out a few words re- 
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flpecting Gertrude and her miBsion, and with 
her confidence restored by the near prospect of i 

snocess^ she hastened to relieve his embarrass- 
ment. 

*^ If then,^ she said, ^^ I now speak to the ' 

brave captain, and gracious gentleman, the 
Marquis Vitelli, he wiU, I trust, pardon this 
abrupt intrusion. I am the daughter of John 
Harding, the mercer of Ghrass street ; the gal- 
lants of the court mostly favor him with their 
custom, and fain would he serve the noble 
Italian, who will perhaps allow me to leave 
these trifles for his inspection V- 

So saying, Gertrude took from her basket 
some strips of rich brocade, a phial full of 
choice essence, and a civet box of chrystal and 
gold : then approaching as if to present these 
articles, she bent her knee before the Italian, 
and adroitly slipped the ring of Lord Dacre 
into his hand. The Marquis interpreted her 
meaning look, and bending down as if to ex- 
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amine the scent box, with an answering glance 
of intelligence received the letter, which she 
had wrapped in a piece of the brocade. 

" Fairest of messengers!" he said, " I were' 
more capricious than thine English clime^ to 
refuse so simple a request to so sweet a peti- 
tioner, doubt not I will visit the ware rooms of 
thy father, and take thou a free pardon for thy 
present intrusion." 

'^ Who indeed could doubt that the gallant 
Vitelli would pardon the intrusion of a beauti- 
ful damsel, whatever be her mission I" said the 
grave looking person before named^ as Vitelli 
extended his hand to Gertrude and assisted her 
to rise. There was little in these words, but it 
was the tone in which they were uttered, and 
the look by which they were accompanied that 
gave them import It seemed to say, " Some- 
thing lurks here, most gallant captain, that does 
not meet the outward eye," the evident and* 
continued confusion of Mancini's looks, per- 
haps, awakened in this person's mind a suspi- 
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cion that Gertrude's visit to the Italian had 
some other than its assumed purpose: but a 
jet slighter circumstance, would have sufficed 
to excite the doubts, of the ever watchful and 
crafty Sir WiUiam Cecil. But Gertrude, as 
her father had boasted, was not ill calculated 
for the dangerous errands on which she was 
so frequently employed. Now too she was 
supported by the confidence of success, not 
however that rash, inconsiderate confidence, 
which is written in the flushed cheek, and the 
sparkling eye, but the calm security, the 
serenity of mind which attends the accomplish- 
ment of a high object, where the mind too, 
has well weighed the chances both of failure, 
and of success, and holds itself philosophically 
prepared even in good fortune for a reverse. 
Such was the confidence of Gertrude, so sup- 
ported did she face with a firm eye, and an 
unblenching brow, the diving, withering gaze 
of the wiliest of statesmen. . She was at no 
loss however to read his thoughts, and she per* 
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ceived that they were influenced by the oon<^ 
fusion of Mancini ; and she could have smiled, 
considering how little the secretary knew of 
the real purport of her visit, to perceive how 
craft could over reach itself, and how Lord 
Burleigh, in his suspicions on the part of 
others, of those agents and spies, whom he him- 
self so abundantly employed, had implicated 
the unconscious Mancini in the meshes of a 
political plot. It was with some regret 
that she turned to leave the presence of the 
Italian ; for though she had delivered the letter, 
she had been, from the nature of their inter- 
view, unable to procure from him any notice 
of the time at which he would see Lord Dacre. 
She. had, however, obliquely made known to 
him the dwelling of her father, and could but 
hope that he would send some missive there. 
She paused a moment on the threshold of 
the chamber, to pray for Mancini's conduct to 
the hall below. 

*' For truly, noble lord," she said, '* it waa 
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my mistaking the labyrinth of your dwelling, 
that brought me so abruptly to your presence !*' 

Again were the keen eyes of the minister 
bent upon her face ; but in that open^ and 
candid brow, there was nothing to excite even 
his suspicions. 

** I will not," said Vitelliy ^^ complain, fair 
one, of any mischance which led thee to my 
presence, be it the of&ce of Mancini to con^ 
duct you safely hence ; yet taste, I pray you, 
of refreshment ere you depart." 

" Thanks I gracious lord," answered Ger- 
trude, '* but I may not longer delay my return 
to the abode of my father I'' 

"Led by the secretary, she had passed 
through the vaulted gallery, when they were 
met by a page of Vitelli, hastening to an- 
nounce to his master the near approach of the 
Queen. 

^^ With your leave, beautiful damsel," said 
Mancini, ^' I would fain urge your stay, till 
after the arrival of her ELighness, a crowd is 
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collected near the outer gates^ through which I 
surmise that you may scarcely force a passage I" 
But Gertrude was too nervously eager to an- 
nounce to Lord Dacre, the nature of her inter- 
view with Vitelli, to delay one unneces^ry 
moment her return; firmly but courteously 
therefore she rejected the proposal. On pass- 
ing the outer gate of Vitelli's abode, she found 
the truth of the secretary's statement, and was 
inclined, to wish that she had delayed her return 
home till after the arrival of the Queen. 

The seclusion of Blackfriars, was for the 
time banished for a noise and bustle equal to 
tliat, which she had that morning encountered 
in the Chepe. Knots of curious spectators 
were assembled, waiting the appearance of 
Elizabeth, and discussing the probable conse^ 
quencesof her designed visit to the Chepe. 
Again too was Gertrude pained by the mention 
of Edward Wood, as the person most evidently 
incurring the royal anger. Immediately under 
the walls of Yitelli's garden, the crowd was not 
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80 thick, but that with some little difficulty she 
forced a passage through it ; but the way from 
thence to Ludgate was completely blocked by 
the mass of the people, and finding it impossi* 
ble to press through them, Gertrude walked 
leisurely on till she reached the westward end 
of the garden wall. Here the crowd was more 
thinly scattered^ .while towards Fleet street, 
down which Elizabeth was to pass, it was col- 
lected in a dense column on either side of the 
way. Parallel with the west comer of Vitelli's 
garden, ran a narrow lane, edged on one side 
with alders, which skirted a broad and deep 
ditch, covered with flags, and communicating 
with the river ; in strong tides, indeed, this 
ditch commonly overflowed its banks. As the 
Queen would pass the end of this lane in her 
approach to Vitelli's house, a considerable crowd 
collected near it, in the rear of this crowd 
loitered Gertrude. 

Meanwhile a flourish of drums and trumpets, 
announced the approach of the Queen. First 
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came a troop of her guards habited in rich 
uniforns of scarlet and gold, and carrying gilt 
battle axes, then appeared a number of young 
noblemen and gentlemen, all superbly attired ; 
after them came the Queen herself, mounted 
on a white palfrey, with trappings of purple 
and gold ; her habit was of branched blue satin, 
wrought upon the breast with pearls, and she 
were a mantle of black silk, shot with silver 
threads, and bordered with pearls. On either 
side of her rode the lord keeper Bacon, and Sir 
Francis Walsingham, the Secretary of State. 
A company of ladies sumptuously apparelled 
followed the Queen, and the procession closed 
with another body of the royal guard. The 
demeanour of Elizabeth was ever as gracious 
towards the common people, as among her 
courtiers it was haughty and severe, and though 
it was in anger that she now purposed visiting 
the Chepe, she yet received the shouts of the 
assembled multitude, with many a graceful in- 
clination, and repeated exclamations of, ^' I 
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thank you, my good people I" Her affability 
towards the humbler classes was perhaps a 
great secret of her long continned popularity ; 
this sagacious princess was well aware that with 
the great mass of the people^ a seeming sympa- 
thy and kindness wins often^ as much as a real 
benefit, and that, that familiarity on the part 
of their superiors^ which they feel that they 
cannot demand as a rights is peculiarly grateful 
when freely extended to them as a favor. 
Hence in her progresses through the country, 
the meanest of her pec^le had free access to the 
most imperious of Queens, she listened with 
an air of interest to their griefs, nor did she 
ever seem wearied by their importunity. Nor 
did this condescension sit ungracefully upon 
Elizabeth, though at no period of her life 
could she compete with the delicate beauty of 
her ill-fated rival, the Queen of Scots, she must 
still have been in her youth a very handsome 
woman. Nor had her personal attractions all 
disappeftred at the time to which we refer : she 
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could not be termed more than middle aged, 
and her figure had lost none of its majesty, 
though it might be, that she had abeady begun 
to heighten her once naturally fine complexion, 
by the use of paint, which at a later period she 
employed to an immoderate excess. As it was, 
even with all her prejudice, Gertrude was com- 
pelled to acknowledge that there was much of 
grace, and more of dignity, in Elizabeth's mode 
of waving her symmetrical hand, and bending 
her proud neck to the assembled multitude* 

Meanwhile the thickening crowd had driven 
Gertrude forwards in spite of herself, and as 
the guards filed apart to afford the people a 
view of their sovereign, she was pressed into 
the foremost rank and found herself within a 
few paces of the Queen. At this moment 
Gertrude was sensible of a slight tumult among 
the people who had thrust her forwards, and 
turning her head to ascertain its cause, she 
beheld a person, well remembered by his dark 
garments, and the wild glare of his blue eyes : 
H 3 
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an upraised pistol was in his right hand, and 
perceiying that he had levelled the weapon at 
the Queen, Gertrude yielding to that generous 
impulse which she would have felt equally, had 
she seen the life of the meanest individual in 
peril, rushed forward with extended arms, and 
the bullet passing through her mantle, severely 
lacerated her wrist, and settled in the flank of 
the lord keeper's horse. 

'* Brave wench I" cried Elizabeth, who 
though she had perceived her own danger, did 
not blanch for a moment. The scene immedi- 
ately became one of inexpressible confusion, 
the multitude pressed simultaneously forward ; 
more intent to discover whether the Queen 
were hurt than to apprehend the assassin ; ter- 
rified, and half frantic with pain, the lord 
keeper's horse became unmanageable, and itw as 
with difficulty that he dismounted, while one of 
the guards held the bridle. A cry was raised 
to seize the murderer, but he had already van- 
ished in the crowd, and so sudden had been his 
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attempt against the Queen's life that no one 
except Gertrude had distinctly perceived him. 
In the midst of the tumult Elizabeth still re- 
mained calm, and while she sternly exclaimed, 
" It seems we must not allow our loving sub- 
jects such near approaches to our person !" she 
added in a milder tone, ^^ look ye, my lords, 
would ye trample her down, who has saved our 
life, at the peril of her own, raise up the damsel, 
she faints beneath your feet !" 

Several of the noblemen in the Queen's 
train now crowded forwards, and Gei*trude 
recovering from ber faintness looked up toi 
behold the queen, the, to her, dreaded and dis- 
liked queen, gazing down upon her with looks 
of real gratitude, and anxiety. 

^' Brave wench !" said Elizabeth again, 
flinging her own embroidered kerchief to Ger- 
trude, and bidding her bind up her wrist, 
which was streaming with blood: then she 
continued, ^^ we place not our thanks in words, 
and would show that there is trust even in 
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princes: send me that kerchief, damsel, In 
the hour of thy need, we will deny no boon 
to the stain of thy loyal blood !" 

At this moment a gentleman, mounted on a 
grey charger, spurred amid the queen's at- 
tendants. 

** Opportunely do ye come, my lord of 
Leicester I" said Elizabeth, ^^ look at yon 
poor pale wench, the bullet that grazed her 
arm, was designed for the bosom of the queen I 
but God's truth, are we to murmur if chance a 
traitor lurks among our lieges, when the 
treason even discovers to us such right faithful 
hearts I" 

The words were meant for the ear of the 
people, but turning towards Walsingham, with 
her eyes flashing fire beneath her contracted 
brow ; Elizabeth then exclaimed, in a tone 
half suffocated by passion — 

^* The traitor, the black traitor, see, on 
your allegiance, that he be discovered: is it 
thus that our anointed person is exposed to 
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deadly scathe, even in the full blaze of 
day !" 

^^ Let roe pray you, most dear Queen !" said 
Leicester, ^^ to return forthwith to the secure 
shelter ef your palace, the blood thirstiness 
of papistry lurks, no doubt, in this malign at- 
tempt on your iaost sacred life V 

^^ My lord, my lord I'' returned Elizabetli, 
glancing fiercely round her, *' were this a time 
or place for such discussion, we would prove 
to you that it were as like to be the blood 
thirstiness of the Puritan ! A stiff necked, 
and contumacious generation, are the new re- 
ligionists ; neither G-od nor man do they regard, 
and woe to the ruler who governs them with 
aught but an ifoh rod I** 

'^ Would it like your highness better," said 
Walsingham dryly, ''that your people were 
blinded by the follies and the superstitions 
of the ancient faith, that they were the abje<Mi 
servants of the Popel" 

^' Thou art keen witted. Sir Francis," re- 
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pKed the Queen ; ^^ but evil alike is the yoke 
of Rome, and of Geneva! with God's good 
pleasure to neither one, nor the other, will we 
submit our neck. Set on, mj lieges, we will 
pausS according to our intent, at the dwelling 
of the Italian ; and then to the Chepe, to look 
with our own eyes on the work of these goodly 
meddlers with heavenly matters, and right 
wise, and learned theologians !" 

^* Not to-day, most august sovereign I" said 
Lord Leicester, holding the bridle of the 
Queen's palfrey, "your trusty guards have 
sought in vain for the traitor who has aimed at 
your most precious life : you must not venture 
to the Chepe to-day !" 

^' Talk you, my lord, of mtist not to Eliza- 
beth: shall we leave the base, and disloyal, 
to cower over new plots of treason in their 
dens, and dream that the low fears of a churl 
can chill the heart of the daughter of a hundred 
kings? or shall we think that our fair city 
of London lacks a thousand spirits, brave and 
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prompt in our defence, aa that which animates 
the form of yonder pale girl ? Set on then, 
we will see the Cross of Cheping, and let those 
whose duty it was to secure the observance of 
our royal commands, look well to themselves, 
we will fit them for heaven in due speed !*' 

These last words of the Queen caught the 
ear of Gertrude, who^ yet faint with pain and 
loss of blood, leaned on the arm of Lord 
Morden, a young nobleman of Elizabeth's 
train. The brave and kind hearted Edward 
Wood, immediately recurred to her recollec- 
tion, and springing from her support, she clung 
to the trappings oi the Queen's palfrey, 

'^ Ah, gracious sovereign!^ she exclaimed, 
^^ if your beneficence rate at any value the 
slight service it has been the lot of the meanest 
daughter of your land to render you this day, 
be pleased then to extend your royal mercy to 
the warden of the city watch. His duty it 
was indeed to guard the Cross of Eleanor, but 
friendship and charity, drew him last night 
H 5 
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into neglect My cousin, a poor helpleBS 
maiden, was dragged by Tiolence from her 
home, and in pity to the anguish of her 
distracted relatives, did the brave warden for^ 
get his duty, and himself. Mercy then, most 
gracious sovereign, do not condemn him for a 
kindly deed T 

^' It seemeth meet indeed, my lords, that we 
visited the city I" said Elizabeth, ^^ it were well 
we looked to its quiet ourselves, since so many 
daring deeds have been perpetrated there in 
one short night ; the peace, and safety of our 
poor subjects violated, and our royal commands 
set at nought I'' then turning to Gertrude, the 
Queen continued, ^^ Be of good cheer, my 
pretty damsel, thy friend the Warden, shall 
meet with all such grace as the severe arm of 
justice may lawfully extend, but it behoveth 
thee to remember that private interests are as a 
feather in the scale of the public good, and 
towards that public good, most wofully has thy 
friend failed in his duty I Yet cheer thee, we 
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will ourselves keep a kind thought of this 
Warden, for thy sake P 

Gertrude, however, was. in no condition to 
profit by this gracious assurance on the part of 
the Queen, her wrist was intolerably painful, 
Elizabeth's voice rung in her ears, strangely 
mingled with the trampling, and the clamor of 
the populace. The Earl of Leicester, who per- 
ceived that she was near fainting, now advanced, 
and proffered his hand to raise her from her 
kneeling posture. His approach seemed for 
the moment to restore the consciousness of the 
maiden, for she started suddenly and unassisted 
to her feet, and gazed as if spell bound upon 
his features ; then, shrinking from his touch, as 
from an aspic's tongue, she sunk senseless on 
the ground. 
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CHAPTER V. 



Now o'er one half the world 
Nature seems dead, and wicked dreams abuse 
The curtained sleep ; now witchcraft celebrates 
Pale Hecate's offerings ; and withered murder, 
Alarumed, by his sentinel the wolf 
Whose howby his watch, thus with his stealthy pace 
With Tarquin's ravishing strides, towards his design 
Moves like a ghost. 

Macbeth. 



The night succeeding that on which the un- 
fortunate Lucy Fenton had been torn from her 
home, was as tranquil and beautiful as the pre- 
ceding one had been stormy. Lord Dacre, and 
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the worthy citizen John Harding, had passed 
the day in an anxious watching for Gertrude's 
return^ but hour after hour passed way and 
she came not The distress of the good old 
man, was even exceeded by that of his noble 
guest, who reproached himself as the cause of 
whatever ill might happen to the damsel. The 
busy little tailor Master Williams, had accord- 
ing to his determination expressed to Gertrude, 
called at her father^s house in the morning, to 
beg of Edward Wood to conceal himself, until 
the Queen's pleasure should be known as con- 
cerned the offenders in the Chepe. Feeling, 
however, that he had really neglected his duty, 
no persuasions, either of Harding, or of the 
good-natured tailor, could induce the young 
man to consult his safety by flight ; such a line 
of conduct would, he said, imply on his part, an 
absolute connivance at the offence, and at the 
same time expose his inferiors in office, to pay 
the penalty of a fault which was chiefly his 
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own. In spite therefore of all entreaties to the 
oontrary, Edward Wood assumed his post 
among the city fonctionaries, awaiting the 
arrival of the Queen. Absorbed in their 
anxiety for Gertrude^ and their care for the 
sick Willonghton, the inmates of Harding's 
house heard no more of Edward Wood till 
towards evening, when the pretty and malicious 
mistress Bertha Allen looked in to partake 
again of nurse MabePs dainties, and to an- 
nounce, which she did with an evident relish of 
ill*nature, " That the Warden was imprisoned 
during the pleasure of the Queen's grace." 

^ Indeed/' added Mistress Bertha, ^' it is 
sMd that of a surety the poor youth will be 
hanged ; verily were I Master Harding, I 
should have a sore heart if the poor Warden be 
put to death ; undoubtedly it was his anxiety to 
discover Mistress Lucy Fenton, that will have 
cost him his life ; 'tis a sad thing, Dame Mabel, 
to be the cause of evil to our friends I" 
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" It ia indeed I" answered the nurse, who was 
most anxious to be rid of her visitor. 

" And folks are so ill-natured too I" added 
Bertha, " would you believe it, Dame Mabel, 
it is said that Mistress Lucy and her cousin, 
contrived with some court gallants the whole 
scheme of being carried off, and that after 
Mistress Gertrude was brought home, she fell 
into fits with vexation !" 

" You may assure those, from whom you 
received that information, that it does not con«> 
tain one word of truth," said the nurse, who was 
too much accustomed to the malicious sallies of 
Mistress Bertha, not to encounter them with 
indifference. 

'^ That will I," returned Bertha, with a con- 
centration of spite, in her looks, and tones, '^ I 
am sure Mistress Gertrude is a most sweet 
damsel ! what a pity that her character should 
be the sport of every villain tongue ; may I not 
see the darling maid this evening, Mistress 
Mabel r 
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" Indeed, no," answered the nurse pettishly^ 
'^ the poor child weeps for her cousin, and is ill 
at ease !" 

" At least, I hope," said Bertha, *' that she 
came in safety home, for Master Williams as- 
sured me that he met her at noon, amid all the 
confusion in the Chepe." 

*^ Never you fear for her safety, dame !" said 
the nurse. 

" Yet methinks," persisted Bertha, " that 
Master Harding is full careless of the safety of 
his fair child !*' 

" Not more careless," returned the nurse, 
'^ than is Master Allen, of the safety of his 
fair wife !" 

This last remark bridled the tongue of dame 
Allen, whose character was ranked in the city 
somewhat lightly ; Mabel could not, however, 
immediately get rid of her, she loitered for 
sometime, casting furtive glances about the 
room, and evidently listening for any strange 
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voice, or unwonted noise in the house. With 
palpable reluctance she at last rose to depart, 
and the door was closed on her by John Hard- 
ing himself, with a hearty execration, against 
all informers and court spies. 

In high discontent, and ill-temper did Mis- 
tress Bertha, pursue her way home, for a whole 
circle of city gossips, and scandalmongers, were 
awaiting her arrival there ; and the intelligence 
which she had gleaned would she knew prove 
but too slender a banquet for their malice. 
Mistress Bertha was, as had been for some time 
surmised, one of the court spies ; she had all the 
meanness, and all the cunning requisite for her 
trade, but thought shrewdly suspecting the at- 
tachment of the Hardings, to the ancient faith, 
their cautious conduct had hitherto eluded all 
attempts on her part to tax them publicly, as 
Papists, and offenders against the law. For 
this she hated them ; but she had yet another, 
and even stronger cause for hatred, than had 
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existed in her disappointment, at the loss of the 
lucre, which she might have gained could she 
have procured proofs of those opinions which 
she felt assured that they entertained. Dame 
Bertha was a very pretty woman, and she hated 
Gertrude as an acknowledged beauty ; she felt 
that her blue eyes, fair complexion, little turned 
up nose, and well formed ancle, attracted but a 
very small portion of admiration when con- 
trasted with the form, and countenance of the 
merchant's daughter. Besides, Dame Bertha 
had before her marriage striven hard to win the 
heart of Master Edward Wood, who, insensible 
to all her attractions, had devoted himself to 
Gertrude, though, as Bertha was acute enough 
to perceive, the damsel, except as a friend, was 
indifferent to him. Dame Bertha felt too that 
her station, as well as her vanity, was lowered, 
and would much rather have wedded the gallant 
young warden of the city watch, than the rich 
old goldsmith of Lombard street, Robert Allen. 
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Nevertheless^ the dame was philosophical, when 
the young man eluded her net, she drew it 
very tightly round the old one: and if 
the common report of the city were cor- 
rect, she solaced herself in the society of her 
court friends, for the mortifications of her 
union with an ugly man, some twenty years 
older than herself* 

Much has been said in all ages of the kind- 
ness and generosity of the female heart : it 
is to be hoped that these encomiums are 
just. But it were vain to deny that women 
are often envious, and malicious ; nothing can 
equal the magnitude, or meanness of a woman's 
malice, except it be the absurdity and the 
restlessness of her envy : this envy is indeed 
the prevailing vice of the sex, and never does 
it fail, to awaken its assistant demons, hatred 
and revenge. 

And this might Gertrude have found, had 
she been delivered to the tender mercies of 
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dame Bertha ; so bitterly did the woman hate 
her, that the law only was the defence of her 
life. It is true that Gertrude Harding had 
given mistress Allen no cause for this hatred ; 
but bad women do not hate because they 
have a cause, or at least they require no 
cause beyond their envy. In an ill humour 
with her neighbours and herself, did Mis- 
tress Allen enter her well furnished dwell- 
ing that night : nevertheless she spared not 
nod, or wink, or inuendo, that might 
compromise the refutation of Gertrude. In 
common with most women of light principle, 
she was on all occasions fain to drag down the 
character of others to the standard of her own. 
Rather unceremoniously did the dame now 
dismiss her visitants, and having set her old 
husband to dream in his chamber over a 
tankard of spiced wine, she betook herself to 
the grateful task of adorning her person. A 
petticoat of pink satin, trimmed with black 
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velvet, and Brussels point, was left short 
enough to show the ancle of which she was so 
proud : her apron, and the kerchief that covered 
her head, were made of the same costly lace, 
and a rich carcanet of garnet, and wrought 
gold, adorned her neck. 

Thus attired, she hastened to her private 
apartment ; the wealth of her husband was 
conspicuous there, for it abounded in all the 
luxuries common to the age : carpets and 
cushions of verders work, tables covered with 
fine linen, and a cupboard full of plate. A 
delicate repast too was served on one of the 
tables, but Dame Bertha seemed not prepared 
to partake of it alone, and various manifesta- 
tions of impatience did she evince, as she sat 
during one solitary hour in her costly room. 
At the expiration of that time a slight blow, 
as from a pebble, was heard upon the case- 
ment, and the dame with an elated look 
hastened to the door of her dwelling. A tall 
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man, muffled up in a mantle of murrey colored 
cloth, followed her back to her apartment. 

*' You play me false, honey lord I you are 
late I" said Bertha, offering to remove his 
mantle. 

" Not to-night P said her visitor, " I cannot 
stay with you to-night, but tell me, Bertha, 
tell me, have you seen in the course of the day 
aught of the stranger who came, you told me, 
last night to the house of John Harding ?" 

" Alas I" answered the woman, *' not a 
glimpse have I been able to obtain of him this 
day, but well I wot, gracious lord, that he still 
lurks in the house of the merchant. The old 
man's daughter too is absent, though the wily 
nurse would have had me believe her still at 
home ; and have I not told you, that the crafty 
wench is employed in all the lawless dealings 
of her father ; oh, I doubt not that she has even 
aided him to hide the ministers of the devil's 
own worship, of the black papistry itself. In 
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truth, noble lord, I believe the wench is even 
now upon some such lawless errand I" 

** Concern not yourself about her," said dame 
Bertha's companion, ^' the damsel is in right 
trusty keeping I" 

'^ Know you aught about Gertrude Hard- 
ing ?" said Bertha, her countenance, becoming 
suddenly, as pale as her kerchief. 

'* What matters it, dame, if I do P'^ re- 
sponded the nobleman, ^^ it were no great 
mischance to be acquainted with so beautiful a 
damsel T' 

^' You know her then," said Mistress Allen 
passionately, *^ you too I suppose are like all 
the rest ; tell me where she is, only tell me 
where she is ?" 

" Woman ! recollect yourself I" said the 
stranger sternly, ^^ I come here to gain infor- 
mation, and not to bestow it Thy vanity, 
mistress, has made thee mad ; if perchance I 
have passed with thee a few idle hours, be not 
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therefore so forgetful of thine estate as to 
question me I" 

Bertha turned aside her head, and scald- 
ing tears of rage and jealousy, sprung into 
her eyes, but overcoming her emotion, she 
looked with a serene countenance towards her 
paramour. 

** Be not angry, sweet lord I" she said, " I 
might well be anxious to know if you had 
learned aught of that strange girl, whose cun- 
ning has hitherto baffled all my endeavours, to 
unveil the secret pursuits in which I am con- 
vinced she is for ever engaged I" 

** Well I" said the nobleman, " you must 
hasten forthwith to Rudolphi's, I have this day 
gained a clue to a plot of which I would fain 
know whether he is aware, and whether it im- 
plicates the Italian Yitelli, or if he, whom I 
suspect to be even now lurking in the house of 
John Harding has aught to do with it. You 
must watch carefully, and let me know, Bertha, 
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if the stranger quit the house of John Harding 
this night : now farewell I" 

" So soon will you leave n^e, dearest lord?" 
** Aye, thinkest thou, Bertha, I have no 
time, but may be at the command of such 
pleasant trifles as thyself? But mark me, 
Bertha, you must come early to-morrow to my 
dwelling, and let me know what you may have 
gleaned from the babbler Budolphi. There 
are some to whom I would have you describe 
the appearance, and bearing of the stranger 
who rescued Gertrude Harding last night !" 

So saying, he wrapped his doak about 
him and departed ; a quarter of an hour 
afterwards Dame Allen with her finery 
doffed, and her pretty face and figure concealed 
in a sad colored hood and mantle issued from 
her house, and took the way to that of BudoU 
phi, a wealthy Italian banker of the time ; and 
a man reported to be deep in the secrets of 
more than one crowned head. Bertha however 
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took care, that even in her absence, the strange 

* 

resident at John Harding's house should not 
leave it without her knowledge. The dame, 
like most such dames, had an attendant who 
was the very coanterpart of herself, a prying, 
spiteful, avaricious ereature, one who loved a 
work of mischief, for the mischiefs own sake, 
and no less loved the pelf which she won by her 
evil deeds. When told that she must watch all 
outgoers from the house of John Harding, 
during the absence of her Miatress, she pre^ 
pared with alacrity for the task, for she felt 
assured that it could bode no good to the mer- 
chant or his friends. 

Meanwhile, an hour after sunset, a boy, 
attired as a page, brought a small packet to the 
house of John Hajpding^ it contained the ring 
of Lord Daore, and a small slip of parchment 
on which was written : ^' The moon has a late 
rising, and the darkness will be dumb ! Most 
dark and silent at the hour of ten !" 

Mysterious as was this summons^ Lord Dacre 
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would not have doubted that it came from 
Vitelli, but from the non-appearance of Ger- 
trude ; but that circumetanee filled his heart 
with apprehension, not only for his designs, in 
which the safety of so many noble spirits was 
involved, but even for the fate of the fair girl, 
in whom he felt interested to an extent for 
which he was himself unable to account. John 
Harding's terrors for his daughter were how- 
ever partly dispelled by the delivery of the 
ring, and he assured Lord Dacre of his own 
conviction, that she had at all events succeeded 
in her mission to Vitelli. 

^^ Believe me, most noble lord/' said the old 
man, ^ I know well the courage and discretion 
of my Gertrude, no extremity of danger, no 
artifice, however cunning, would have induced 
her to part with the ring, to any other than he 
for whom it was intended, what strange cause 
has delayed her return after the execution of 
her mission to the Marquis, I may not yet sur- 
mise, but I am satisfied that she has executed 
I 3 
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that mission well, nor am I without hope that 
I shall very shortly clasp her in safety to my 
heart !" 

Though by no mean& so sanguine as John 
Harding, that his surmises were correct, Lord 
Dacre resolved to avail himsdlf at any risk of 
tlie hint contained in the billet, which accom* 
panied his ring, and to seek the house of Vitelli, 
under cover of the darkness. To this deter- 
mination be was led, not only by the expecta- 
tion of accomplishing his own designs, but 
also by the hope of obtaining some clue to 
the condition of the beautiful girl, whose safety 
had been compromised in his cause. 

Before leaving the house of the merchant, 
he visited the bedside of the wounded Wil- 
loughton; the senses of the latter were restored, 
but his extreme anxiety about Lucy Fenton, 
kept him in a state of feverish irritation. 
Meanwhile he prayed Lord Dacre to visit his 
house at Charing, if it were only to relieve the 
anxiety of an old and faithful servant, whom 
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tie had left in charge of it, his other attend- 
ants being at his country residence in the 
neighbourhood of his friend's castle of Kock- 
liiFe, near Carlisle. He also explained to him 
the situation of a small cabinet, concealed in 
his own ehamber, and which contained a quan- 
tity of bullion, and some papers of importance 
relative to their enterprise: having received 
these instructions, Lord Dacre departed. 

The night, as we have said, was clear and 
tranquil, and as he sallied from the merchant's 
house; the breeze that swept over his brow 
had all the softness of early summer. Though 
the moon was not yet up, the deep and cloud- 
less purple of the sky was thickly fretted with 
€rtaTB ; th^e was a breathing of peace in the 
low whispering of the wind, and the serene 
quiet of the sky : peace, nature's peace, which 
60 sweetly, but alas so fruitlessly, solicits to 
repose the restless spirit of man. Terrible, 
unfathomable spirit, warring for ever with 
thyself, tossed upon the turbid ocean of thine 
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own wild passions — ^have those passions ever 
possessed thee ¥rith the fbUness of content? 
The transports of love, the intoxication of re- 
venge, the triomphs of high placed ambition — 
what is the measure of enjoyment which 
they bestow? Does not love sicken in its 
own sweets^ revenge tender only a cup 
which is bitter in the dregs, and ambition hurl 
down her votaries to measure their past great- 
ness by their fall? Dark and dismal is the 
doom of mortality, restless efforts its occupa- 
tion, and constant disappointment its reward ; 
were the limits of this life those of his 
existence, there were no being so miserable 
as man. 

The tranquility of that fair evening spread 
not its influence over the evil ag^ite of Queen 
Elizabeth's courtiers, and ere Lord Dacre had 
turned the comer of Grass Street, he was 
sensible of some person evidently dodging his 
steps. The figure, as far as the darkness would 
permit him to trace its individual outline, was 
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that of a fema)e« His nneasifn^s with regard 
to thia spy was however soon relieved; she 
was a few paces in advance of him, when she 
wiis encountered by a tall broad-i^oQldered 
man, who, seizing her round the waist, ex:- 
elaimed— ''^ It mast be a darkei' night and a 
larger mantle to hide thee from me, Joanf T 

Hereupon the woman uttered a slight scream, 
and startled out of all caution ; she cried in a 
tone loud enough to reach Lord Dacre's eat — 
" God defend thee, Richard ; dost not know 
that the Queen's own gr^ce has been down to 
inspect thy work of last night, and that Master 
Wood is in prison? Thou must kide dose, 
man, till the huut be past: why didst thou 
not stay at my mother^ f* 

^ Because^ wrench, we had more brisk work 
en hand last night, and we have rested our- 
selves to-day whete the work was done, for 
thanks to the business of thy cousin, Ralph 
Adams, the well beloved of the Lord, we 
knew that none would come to disturb our 
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repose. I would, by the bye, that Balph had 
been with us in the Chepe, it would have 
done his godly soul good, to see us haul down 
and trample on the accursed tokens of the 
Pope. But eome with me, wench, come with 
me, and thou shalt see such a brave store 
of gold pieces, as never gladdened thine eyes 
before I" 

^' Nay but I may not I*' said the woman ; 
'^ my mistress !" — and here she added a few 
words which eluded the ear of Lord Dacre, who 
had paused on his way during this conversation. 
'^ A murrain on thy mistress," said the man, 
with a coarse laugh. *' Do we not come nigh 
unto the kingdom of the saints, and does not 
the Lord look with an equal eye upon all con- 
ditions of his people ? I tell thee, Joan, thou 
shouldst no longer be a serving wench, for 
serving wenches shall be on a level with those 
whom they serve, and the great principle of 
liberty shall be established by the saints !" 
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^' And a choice saint thou art !" said the 
woman, 

" In good truth, Joan, I think that my saint- 
ship is sounder than that of my mates, for 
if, as I own to thee, I lack any tinge of the 
pure bigotry of cant, which is mixed with their 
hypocrisy, so also do I lack the malevolence 
which is its sure companion ; I am an honest, 
straightforward kind of ruffian, who would 
neither cut a throat nor a purse, but from the 
very pressure of mine own necessities, it is for 
profit, and not out of malice that I sin I" 

" Truly thou art the most merciful of cut 
throats," said the woman laughing, and taking 
his arm they hastened up the Corn-market, and 
were soon out of Lord Dacre's sight With 
thoughts both saddened, and irritated by the 
conversation which he had overheard, that 
nobleman pursued his way. ^^ England, wretched 
country," he murmured, *' woe to thee, if the 
misrule, and selfish purposes of thy governors, 
deliver thee to that wretched class among thy 
I 5 
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children, whose pride and ignorance would sub- 
vert those wholesome restraints of society, by 
which they themselves exist Then shall we 
see the beautiful and the good trampled down 
by the vicious and corrupt^ anarchy shall turn 
the ploughshare into an iron sceptre, and seat 
herself on the ruins of the altar and the throne, 
and liberty stalk over the land, a fierce and 
ghastly form, thirsting only for desolation and 
blood r 

Lord Dacre had been somewhat delayed by 
the conversation in the Com Market, and the 
tongues of the city churches told the hour of 
ten some time before he reached Vitelli's house* 
On arriving there, he hesitated to apply for 
admittance at the principal entrance, and there* 
fore stole cautiously along under the garden- 
wall in search of a side door. In this manner 
he had advanced to the corner of the lane 
before mentioned; when the sound of footsteps 
struck his ears, mixed with a rustling of the 
alders on the borders of the ditch. Upon this 
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he drew botfk beneath the shade of the waK, 

and then {)eroeived the faint outline of a human 

form ; pres^ndy a voice callefd in a low and 

<sautioa8 tone, *' Antonio, Antonio T and the 

Sight (^ a lanthorn witis turned upon the budhes. 

Thid lanthotn was held by a tall young man, 

fai8'fiBK:e was shadowed by the plume of black 

ieathers whidi he wore in his round Spanish 

hat, while his person was equally concealed by 

his long dark mantle. *' Antonio, Antonio !" 

he called agaitn, and a splashing of water, and 

rustling of leaves was immediatdy heard : 

Leonard Daere now watched with sotne curio^ 

sity for the issue of this strange adttotur^. 

Presently there was a crashing among the 

boughs, and a man forced himself throi^h the 

alders that bordered the kne ; the light of 

the lanthorn flashing foil upon him £scof ered 

his pale and haggard featured, an<} disd^ranged 

apparoL Never was there a more pitittbte 

figure, his clothes were dtenched with water, 

and his fine brown hair in the same condition. 
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hung in long straight masfies, dripping with 
wet over his ahoulden, nor was this all, his 
clothes, and hair, were net only wet, but 
covered with patches of the slime and weed, that 
crusted the sides of the ditch. Thus he stood 
before his friend pale as a corpse, but with his 
teeth chattering as in an ague fit, and with a 
partial glare of madness in his wandering, ever 
restless eye. 

'* Good God, Antonio I" said the young man 
with the lanthom, ^' is it possible you have 
been lying in the ditch ?" 

'* Aye !" said the other, with a suppressed, 
but hollow laugh, ^^ the thick weeds could not 
strangle me, nor the waters whelm me in their 
course, her hour had not come, and the hand of 
the foolish maiden intercepted the messenger 
of death, but her hour had not come, you 
must have learned that, and how then could 
you chuse but believe that I must be safe? is 
not the web of her destiny interwoven with 
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mine, must not I, her fore doomed destroyer, 
live until her doom is accomplished I" 

*' Foolish fancies, Antonio ! I pray thee 
come with me, dismiss these mad vagaries from 
thy brain, and thank the blessed saints, that 
they have saved thee from the fearful sin of 
murder 1" 

•* Murder T' said Antonio, " murder ! do you 
call that murder? Besides you know not how 
it is thrust upon me, from a dreary prison has 
the voice of lamentation come forth, the moan- 
ing for redress, which I only am destined to 
afford ; and in my ears it rings forever, I tried 
at first to shut out the sound, for I thought it 
would make me mad, but I have heard it so 
many years that I am grown accustomed to it 
now ; but it is never silent, never, in the lone 
midnight hour do I hear it, and in the full 
blaze of noon. In truth," continued Antonio, 
approaching nearer to his friend, while a ghastly 
smile played upon his pale lips. ^'In truth, 

« 

my friend, I have heard it while hiding to-day 
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in the chill and dismal swamp^ and first me* 
thought it was the Toice of reproach, and 
blamed mj false and ill^directed hand; but 
soon its tones changed, and it cheered me in 
mj failure, with a promise of future soecess I" 
" Poor Antonio P* said hi» friend. ** Come, 
come with me, thou wilt surely die with cold ; 
well may thy poor wandering brain delude thee 
with its vain visions now. Come, come with 
me, Antonio, thou art not well, and want rest T' 
'* Ah, the poor perishable weak body, how 
ill does it second the great designs of the grasp- 
ing, never wearied mind;, my heavy eyelids 
would fain close in sleep, and I am indeed 
faint for want of food, and we must serve this 
worthless shell, for while imprisoned in its nar- 
row space, the soul may not dispense with its 
assistance. I will come with thee, but mock 
me not by calling the high purpose for which 
I am designed, a vain phantasy !" 
^' I would not mock thee, Antonio,'' said his 



OF QILSLAKtI. 183 

friend^ ^^ much rather would I weep to see thy 
sad condition P 

With these words the young man took the 
poor drippiDf^ and bewildered ereature by the 
hand, and led him through the lane past the 
outer waU of Vitelline garden. The numbed 
and shivering limba (^ Afitonio bore him but 
slowly along, and some ten minutes might have 
elapsed, ere licnrd Dacre saw the lasl faint gleam 
from their lanth<Mm fade upon the green boughs^ 
and grey mora grown walk. 

He now endeavoured to pursue his search 
for a private entrance to the dwelling of his 
friend, and while thua occupied, his thoughts 
naturally turned to the strange scene which 
he had just witnessed; that he had beheld one 
of the many persecuted, and half maddened 
adherents of the ancient faith^^ he did not hesi* 
tate to believe. But he entertained a confused 
idea that he bad somewhere, and very lately 
too, looked upon that pale and wild counte* 
nance before. Then the scene of the preceding 
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evening recurred to hia mind, and the tran- 
sitory glimpse which he had obtained of the 
lonely watcher in the chapel of St. Catherine. 
Meanwhile, as he turned the corner of the 
wall, still in search of a private entrance to 
the house of Yitelli, his ear was struck by the 
sound f>{ a bolt cautiously withdrawn, a light 
footstep met his ear, a slight figure came 
gliding through the darkness, and a voice ex- 
claimed in the words of the billet, and with a 
slight foreign accent — 

*^ 'Tis most dark and silent at the hour of 
ten r 

'^ And the moon has a late rising," responded 
Lord Dacre, 

" 'Tis well," said the new comer, and taking 
a lanthom from under his cloak, he displayed 
the aroh features, and sparkling black eyes of a 
boy about fifteen years of age. 

" Who are you, my lad ?" enquired Lord 
Dacre. 

" Pietro Mancini, may it please you ; my 
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brother is secretary to the right valiant com- 
mander, and illustrious noble, the Marquis 
Vitelliy and I have myself the honor to be his 
excellency's page." 

" Will you bring me, Pietro, to speak with 
thy master 1" said Lord Dacre. 

'* That will I, noble sir I" replied the boy, 
" I waited for you at the hour of ten, which 
my master had named in his billet : he is full 
impatient for your coming, so please you we 
will delay no more !" 

So saying, the boy re-opened the gate, and 
conducted Lord Dacre through a door at the 
back of the house into the presence of Vitelli. 

The Italian was seated in the apartment 
where Gertrude had seen him in the morning. 
At the moment of Lord Dacre's entrance, he 
sat with his head leaning on his hand, and his 
look was anxious, harassed, and disturbed. 
On the appearance of Lord Dacre, however, 
he. rose with a hearty welcome, not only on 
his lips, but in his heart ; in his own country, 
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and in Flandera, had he kno^vm and esteemed 
the noble Englishman ; and his feelings of 
personal friendship, no less than* the oommands 
of the Duke of Alva, had int&rested him in 
that cause, for which Lotd Daere was prepared 
to risk his fortunes and his fife* 

*' Most welcome are you, dear fTiend," ex- 
claimed Yitelli, ^*and grieved am I that our 
conferences must be few and short, for the wily 
eourtiers of Elizabeth have afaready a keen eye 
upon my movements : how exdted, though I 
know not, I can discover that the suspicions of 
Cecil are awake. Nothing, it is true, can 
have hitherto been more gracious than the 
demeanour of the Queen, but she is surrounded 
by those who for ever pour poison in her ears ; 
and when he with his mistress left my 
dwelling to day, there was a contumely in the 
manner of Walsingham, which I am ill pre* 
pared to brook I The injudicious attempt too, 
which has been made upon the life of Eliza- 



OP GIL8LAin>. 187 

beth this day, does but aggravfttd the difficulties 
of our position !" 

Of this attempt Lord Dacre knew nothing, 
for he had been immured during the day in 
the house of John Harding^ and in the full- 
ness of her selfish malice, MistresB Bertha 
Allen, though the report had reached her ears^ 
had contented herself with giving to the nurse 
only so much of her gossip of the day, as she 
thought might wound the personal feelings <^ 
the Hardings. The obsorvation, therefore, of 
Yitelli produced an enquiry from Lord Daere, 
as to the eyents of the miming, and he was 
informed by his friend of the manner of the 
attempt upon Elizabeth's life, the mode in 
which the bullet had been averted, and the 
present escape of the assassin. This relation 
elicited from Lord Daere, an account of the 
scene which he had witnessed immediately 
before he entered the house of Yitelli, and 
they both concluded that it was the assassin 
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who had ebided detection, by oonoealmenC 
among the flags that grew over the ditch. 

Eager too were Ijoid Dacce'a enquiries re- 
q^ecdng Gertmde, but no more could he learn 
than the circumstances of her interview with 
the Italian. A youi^ pA it was, who had 
rescued the Queen, could that be Grertrode? 
upon this point YiteUi could aff(»d no infor- 
mation, he had been told that the damsel had 
swooned, that her name and condition were 
unknown, but that the Queen in her gratitude 
had caused her fair deliverer to be conveyed to 
her own palace of WhitehalL Could this be 
Gertrude, had die stepped forward to defend 
the woman whose character she so justly ab- 
horred ; and had she done so, what would be 
her conduct when tested by the flatteries of a 
court, and the favor of Elizabeth? She had 
hitherto, as belonging to a creed condemned by 
the law, been subject to many a severe bitter- 
ness, but were the capricious Queen to select 
her as the object of one of her many fits of 
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extravagant partiality, would this young, and 
inexperienced girl then be stoic enough to per- 
severe in her dislike, would she remain the 
faithful depositary of the dangerous secrets 
with which she was entrusted? The heart of 
Leonard Dacre reproached him for these sus- 
picions, even in the moment of their birth, and 
Gertrude, as she had appeared to him on the 
preceding evening, with the glow of enthusiasm 
for the cause which he loved, flushing her cheek 
and sparkling in her beautiful eyes, became 
present to his imagination. Could such a 
creature become the slave of Elizabeth, or a 
spy for her detestable court ? Yet Lord Dacre 
doubted his own impartiality where this most 
lovely girl was concerned, and mentally rebuk- 
ing himself for such an unusual weakness, he 
determined to explain to Vitelli his apprehen- 
sions, and their cause. The Italian, however, 
would not hear of suspicion in connexion with 
Gertrude, he was vehement in his praises of the 
dexterity with which she had executed her mis- 
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sion to himself. He was distressed to hear of 
her continued absence frem the house of her 
father, but thought it rery possible that she 
might have interfered in behalf of Elizabeth^ 
snch an act, he said, woc^ but be in perfect 
accordance with the noble enthusiasm necessary 
to constitute such a character as her's* Why 
was it, that the heart of Leonard Dacre, throb- 
bed with tumultuous delight, while the Italian 
thus spoke of Gertrude Harding, or why did 
he the next moment condemn the vivacity of 
his own emotions, or seek to assure himself, 
that it was on account only of the good old 
man, her father^ that he felt so strangely intei:*- 
ested in the fortunes of thia humble girl, so 
desirous that ehe should prove faithful to her 
high trust, and so elated by those praises which 
her beauty and conduct had extorted from the 
lips of his friend. 

" Be assured, my Leonard T' said Vitelli, 
^^ that the young daughter of the merchant, is 
a creature of no common mould ; few emissa- 
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ries in her situation^ but would have returned 
to you with an unexecuted errand ; most ex« 
quisitely stupid on the occasion too was Man- 
cini, for by leaving the poor girl to find^ as she 
best mighty the way to my apartment^ he ex** 
posed her to an encounter of the lynx eyes of 
Cecil himself, who had honored me with an 
early visit of seeming friendship, and real sus- 
picion. I marvel that she found her way to 
the apartment, for a perfect labyrinth is this 
house, and so full of unaccountable noises, that 
some of my knaves swear that the old rooms 
are haunted by the ghosts of Yorkists, 
and Lancastrians, who renew in them their 
ancient animosities. I may thank Mancini too 
for that annoyance, for the rascal having before 
visited your country of fogs and vapors, I made 
him my precursor to secure for me a dwelling, 
and truly I will allege nothing against its out- 
ward stateliness, but much in condemnation of 
its comfort and privacy within." 

A promise having been made by Chiapino, 
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that he would endeavor on the morrow to learn 
if there existed any Identity between Gertrude 
Harding, and the young woman who had been 
taken under the protection of the Queen^ he 
proceeded to discuss the more weighty portions 
of his business with Lord Dacre* 

The Earls of Northumberland and West- 
moreland were already in the north ; their 
friends and vassals prepared for the rising at 
a word ; the Catholics who had been crushed 
into the dust by the tyranny of the govern- 
ment, were impatient to throw off the yoke of 
Elizabeth's authority, whose only claim to the 
crown was in her support of the Reformation ; 
for only in support of its principles could she 
appear as the legitimate daughter of King 
Henry. And the unmerited sufferings, the 
cruel oppressions of the ill-fated Mary, had 
they not interested every generous spirit in 
her cause ? But alas, the northern leaders were 
deficient in arms and ammunition, nor could 
they without the assistance of foreign troops, 
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'expect to succeed in their great object of de- 
posing Elizabeth, and placing Mary on the 
English throne. The troops and arms had 
both been promised by the Duke of Alva, at 
that time the governor of the low countries. 
But when would they arrive? for without 
such aid the English leaders dared not venture 
to the field. This was the question which 
Lord Dacre now came to discuss with his 
friend. Let him be assured that troops and 
ammunition would be sent speedily, and no- 
thing would remain but for him to hasten to 
Tutbury — Tutbury, that scene of every in- 
dignity and personal inconvenience, which the 
malevolence of Queen Mary's enemies could 
contrive to subdue the spirits of their unfor- 
tunate captive ; to destroy her health, may we 
not believe with the hope even to murder her 
by the safe process of ill treatment. 

" This is October !" said the Italian, in re- 
ply to the enquiries of his friend : '* by the 
middle of November, I doubt not that those 

TOL. I. K 
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troops will arriye, of which I am to take the 
Gommand : and before that time you may cal* 
culate on a considerable supply of arms and 
ammunition. I would though that we had 
been able to secure another agent than Bu- 
dolphi, whom we have been obliged to employ 
for the purchase and conreyance hither of 
these arms. He is a man^ who, by the diance 
possession of a few important secrets^ has be- 
come the depository of many ; yet is he totally 
unfit for his trusty he lacks the cool head, tlie 
quiet tongue, and the faithful heart. He is 
a thing made up of vanity, too proud of the 
confidence of nobles and princes, to be reaUy 
worthy of that confidence, a mere babbler, who 
much I fear me, might let slip a secret for a 
boast. We have however one security, the 
fellow, who has dwelt here under the guise of 
a merchant for the last fifteen years, has 
amaeeed too much money by his more essential 
employment of spy general for the foreign 
powers, not to pause ere he risks their future 
confidence by a betrayal of our designs I" 
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" A lamentable matter it is, and an en- 
cumbrance, even to the destruction of many 
a noble enterprise, that the use of such doubt* 
ful and subordinate agents, is so often neces- 
sary," said Lord Dacre. "It would seem 
that we must trust even to Budolphi, for the 
ammunition and the arms ; but if it be as you 
say, that the assistance for us may be expected 
by the middle of November, we may hold 
ourselves secure in an independence of that 
man, who from what I know of him, will not 
venture upon any measure more treacherous 
than a mere delay in the delivery of the arms : 
but we may well defer all offensive operations 
till the arrival of the troops, if we may hupe 
that they will join us at so early a period as 
that which you have named I" 

" You will then depart at once for Tut- 
bury ?" said the Marquis Vitelli. 

" Without delay !" answered Leonard, *' for 
the hopes of the royal captive, must be well 
nigh exhausted if we may give credence, to 

K 3 
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but one half of the tale that is told of her 
sufFerings, From hence I shall hasten into 
Cumberland, to arm my own retainers on the 
baronies of Greystoc^ and Gilsland : and oh 
that I could infuse into the great mass of the 
people, who cringe to the iron sceptre of Eliza- 
beth^ one spark of the generous flame which 
animates the true spirits of the border ; when 
was the scallop shell of the Dacres raised, that 
tlicy failed bravely to rally around it?" 

At this moment a strange rushing sound 
met the ears of the friends, succeeded by a 
heavy fall, accompanied by a deep and lament- 
able groan, as of a person in mortal agony. 
Simultaneously they started up, and proceeded 
towards that door of the apartment through 
which Gertrude had entered in the morning, 
and from w hich direction did the noise appear 
to proceed. All was silent in the vestibule, 
the entrance of the deserted chamber w^as 
closed, but a low, rustling sound, was heard 
within. Both the Marquis, and Lord Dacre 
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Endeavoured to burst open the door, but it 
tiefied the exertions of their united strength. 
The Italian now summoned his servants, and 
suspicious of some dire treachery among them, 
he ordered instruments to be brought where- 
with to force the door. Meanwhile the rustling 
noise had ceased, and when thej at last ob- 
tained admittance to the apartment, it appeared 
as silent and solitary as it had seemed to Ger- 
trude, in her visit of the morning. That some 
person, or persons, had been lately there, both 
Lord Dacre and Chiapino were well convinced. 
Might they not even have been for some time 
concealed in the vestibule, seeure listeners to 
their conversation, so dangerous in its import 
They now searched carefully for the outlet 
by means of which the late occupant of the 
room had departed, but to their utter astonish- 
ment, they could find none : no other door 
appeared, than that by which they had them- 
selves entered ; and egress by means of the 
windows was impossible, for not only were 
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they so lofty^ that it would have been diflScult 
to reach them fix>m within ; but had even that 
obstacle been overcome, an attempt to leap 
from them into the garden below must, from the 
great depth of the descent, have been inevitably 
attended by a loss of limb, if not of life. The 
tapestry, as before mentioned, was torn in 
many places from the walls, but no door, no 
spring was observable in the oak panelling; 
the Marquis, however, resolved on having the 
whole of the hangings removed on the follow- 
ing day, and a strict search made for that 
concealed entrance, which he felt assured that 
the room contained. The flooring also was 
carefully examined, for Lord Dacre had sug- 
gested the possibility that there might be some 
artfully constructed trap. The servants mur- 
mured loudly at being detained in an apartment 
which they asserted to be the favorite resort of 
the ghosts, for whose existence they contended. 
But the stem manner of the Marquis awed 
them into present compliance with his com- 
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mands, and in silence^ though unwillingly, they 
prosecuted their search. Suddenly one of the 
men holding his lamp somewhat lower than 
those of his companions^, started back with a 
loud cry of horror, and with his finger pointing 
to a track of newly-spih blood, which he had 
discovered upon the floor, 

** Here I" exclaimed Vitelli, '* is something 
more than common treachery P and glancing 
round the circle of his attendants he first per- 
ceived the absence of his secretary Mancini. 
The page, his brother, howev-er stepped for- 
ward, and with a countenance free from all 
symptom of embarrassment, assured the Marquis 
that Mancini had retired an hour before to his 
chamber, complaining of an unusual weariness, 
and a slight indisposition. This account was 
confirmed by the servants, but the Marquis 
still unsatisfied, proceeded himself to the secre- 
tary's chamber; finding that he was really 
in bed, and that on being awakened, neither 
hia manner, nor his countenance discovered 
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traces of guilt, or of confusion, he returned to> 
the room where he had left Lord Dacre, and 
the remainder of his household, in complete em- 
barrassment, and unable to justify to himself 
the suspicions which he could not but still 
entertain of Mancuni. The dangerous character 
of the times, gave a stronger interest to this 
appalling incident, and the servants shrunk 
together with terror in their looks, while the 
Marquis announced his intention of instituting 
a severe enquiry as to the cause of the noises 
which had disturbed his family, and this strange 
appearance of the blood ; and also \n& determi- 
nation not long to remain a resident in a dwel- 
ling to which it was evident some other persons 
than those of his household possessed access. 
The blood was evidently but lately spilt, for 
the track was yet moist, and fresh colol'ed. 
Vitelli, being unable to discover any trap, or 
other outlet either in the flooring, or the wall 
of this mysterious chamber, was now £fiin to 
dismiss his attendants, and retire with Lord 
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Dacre, to confer upon the possible causes 
of this terrific appearance. 

" Know you not," enquired Leonard, '* of 
-any passages concealed in the walls of the 
house ? That some such exist, I do not my- 
self doubt, and that by one of them^ though we 
have been unable to discover it> the occupants 
of that room have made their escape !" 

" I know of none !" said Vitelli, " save a 
narrow gallery between the wall of the anti- 
chamber of this apartment, and that of the 
Jiouse. And that gallery contains no outlet." 

Full of anxiety for the fate of Gertrude 
Harding, and little less anxious as to the cause 
of the noisefs heard in Vitelli's house^ Lord 
Dacre now took his leave. Both he, and the 
Jtalian would at once have resolved that the 
dwelling was infested by the spies of the 
government, who managed in general to make 
their way wherever it was their will ; had not 
the stain of the fresh blood seemed to indicate 
some dark deed of domestic crime. The rush- 

K 5 
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ing noise which might be that of a vain attempt 
to escape the dagger of the murderer, the heavy 
fall^ and the deep groan^ these did not point 
towards the emissaries of the government^ who 
would certainly be true to themselves. The 
firm manner too, in which they had found the 
door of the chamber fastened, partly relieved 
them from their first serious apprehension that 
their conversation had been overheard ; as it 
would not have been possible for the person, or 
persons, if they had been at any time concealed 
in the vestibule to have retreated to the cham- 
ber, and so securely have fastened the door 
without noise. They could not doubt, never- 
theless, that some dreadful injury, if not 
murder, had been committed upon the person 
whose groan they had heard ; and Yitelli re- 
solved at any risk, on the following day to 
make the particulars of the affair known to the 
ministers of Elizabeth's government. Now too 
he concluded all his arrangements with Lord 
Dacre, and it was not without pain that that 
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nobleman took leave of his friend, for it «7a8 
settled that he should at once depart for 
Tutbury ; his longer stay in London might ex- 
cite the attention of the court, and all that was 
essential to the cause in which he was engaged, 
he had learned from Yitelli in their present 
interview ; better would Leonard be now em- 
ployed in conveying news of the flourishing 
promises of the future to the captive Queen, 
that she might be prepared to take advantage 
of the efforts of her friends. And when that 
mission was accomplished, then should his 
voice be heard among his own faithful vassals, 
or at the council table of the bold leaders in 
the north. To linger longer in London would 
now be worse than useless, and yet Lord Dacre 
felt pained as he parted from Yitelli ; though 
entertaining; a rational, and well grounded hope 
of success in his purposed undertaking, he was 
nevertheless fully aware that it was encom- 
passed by great dangers, and those dangers how 
many of the gallant, and the noble, might they 
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not overwhelm. It was this consciousness, that 
dimmed the eye of Lord Dacre, as he wrung 
the hand of Yitelli, and made his voice 
falter from its customary deep and mellow 
tones. 

With this mournful feeling still prevalent, 
did he pursue his way to the house of Henry 
Willoughton, in the village of Charing. Nor 
did the uncertain fate of Gertrude Harding 
contribute to raise the spirits of Lord Dacre ; 
of whatever danger might encompass her, he 
felt that he was himself the cause. If it 
was not she who had protected the Queen, 
then had she been overtaken by some worse 
fate : into what cruel hands in those 
unquiet times might she not have fallen ! 
those times, when right, was universally aban- 
doned for power, when the protection of the 
law was' to be obtained only by ministering to 
the venality of some corrupt dependent of the 
court, and when bribery in the walk of the 
more humble administrators of the law, was se^ 
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notorious, that it was said, ^^ That a justice of 
the peace would for a present of half a dozen 
chickens, dispense with a dozen laws T' 

In such times what protection might exist 
for a poor defenceless female, should she once 
have fallen into evil hands, and might not Ger* 
trude even have been by some means betrayed 
again into the power of those very ravishers 
from whom- he had himself rescued her on the 
preceding evening ? And if on the contrary 
she had been really conveyed to Whitehall, 
then was her condition but little less distress- 
ing. She might, indeed, actuated by the sud- 
den impulse of a generous heart, haveintei^ered 
to save the life of Elizabeth; but her just 
causes of dislike to that imperious, and as she 
thought, usurping sovereign, would still remain 
unchanged : how then would the very nobleness 
of her heart make her revolt at her new posi<- 
tion, how painful to her would be the gratitude 
and the favors of Elizabeth. Or how would 
that creature, the purity of whose soul shone 
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out conspicuous, in every motion and 'every 
look, how would she bear with the manners of 
the court ; that court so notoriously and shame- 
lessly profligate. Would not her own exquisite 
loveliness, expose her every hour, to witness, 
or become die victim, of that abandonment of 
principle, which would fill her soul with emo- 
tions of mingled horror and disgust. And to 
all this had he exposed her, and now must he 
quit London in absolute uncertidnty as to her 
fate, that fate in which he felt an interest pain- 
ful to him in its own excess. Nor was the con- 
versation of Sir Philip Wynyard's retainers on 
the night before, already forgotten by Lord 
Dacre. ^^ My lord of Leicester and Sir Elit, 
had cast soil eyes upon the dainty damsels, and 
Sir Philip might beware of a fever I" Leicester 
then, the worst among the bad, was known 
to be enamored of the beautiful Gertrude, when 
did honor, or good feeling curb the wild pas- 
sions of that most licentious among men, would 
the innocence, the unblemished purity of the 
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merchant's daughter^ have a power to defend 
her from his detestable attacks. Did purity 
or innocence ever avail to check the career of 
the abandoned Leicester ? He might not indeed 
be altogether insensible to that holy influence 
of virtue which added a new grace to its pos- 
sessor's charms, but he would regard only the 
charm without any reference to its cause, and 
that charm would from its novelty only operate 
to bestow a zest upon his jaded fancy, and sti- 
mulate him to added perseverance in his odious 
pursuit. *' Let Sir Philip beware of a fever 1" 
there too, was an allusion to the Earl's audacious 
perpetration of the most abominable of crimes. 
So notoriously and so frequently had he been 
known to administer poison, that a person ex- 
piring of a sudden or doubtful disorder, was 
commonly said to have died of a ** Leicester 
feverJ^ Was his interest in Gertrude so strong, 
that he was already prepared thus to dismiss 
all rivals from his path ? if the fact were so, 
then woe betide the unhappy girl should she 
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fall into his power ; and what fearful facilitied 
would not Leicester possess, if she had been 
really sent by the Queen to Whitehall. There 
was something inexpressibly irritating in these 
thoughts, and the flush of anger crimsoned the 
brow of Lord Da(»%, and his pulse beat with 
painful violence as they passed through his 
mind. Gertrude pursued, insulted by, perhaps 
even the victim of Leicester, was an object too 
distressing for contemplation. And must she 
be left, to be encircled in such horrible toils, 
and not one honest arm be stretched out in her 
defence. Involuntarily, Lord Dacre put his 
his hand upon his sword ; who should be the 
protector of Gertrude in such an emergency 
save himself, he who might remotely be consi- 
dered as the cause of her defenceless condition ; 
must he leave her to the withering gripe of the 
spoiler. And Lord Dacre no longer wondered 
at, or rebuked the violence of his own emotion, 
what bosom replete with chivalric feeling, but 
would have kindled even as his own, in such a 
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eause? Conventional prejudice in this instance 
overbore itself, all those ideas of the exalted 
advantages of noble blood, of which his mind 
was peculiarly tenacious, even in an age which 
did not undervalue them, only contributed to 
warm him into a more vital consciousness of the 
claims of Gertrude Harding upon the protect 
tion of his arm, that protection which alas he 
<:ould not linger to bestow. Must the last 
Dacre of Gilsland prove a recreant to his illus- 
trious line, and leave the humble being whom 
he should defend to be overwhelmed by evils 
which but to serve him she had probably never 
encountered* But, ah, the call was more im- 
perative elsewhere, the ruin might extend to 
thousands, should he linger about the court of 
Elizabeth. And Gertrude must be abandoned 
to her fate, hard necessity to a generous heart, 
bitter sacrifice to honor, divided against itself. 
It was, Lord Dacre convinced himself, this re- 
flection only, a reflection to be made by every 
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exalted mind, that wrung his heart with such a 
pang as it had never known before, or roused 
in his soul that fierce and burning indignation, 
when he pictured to himself the form of Lord 
Leicester at the feet of Gertrude Harding. 
He felt that he could with pleasure have anni- 
hilated the man who should dare insult her ear 
with the proposals of dishonorable love. It is 
true that the name of Sir Christopher Hatton 
had been also mentioned in that conversation, 
the remembrance of which had roused such 
agonizing reflections in the mind of Leonard 
Dacre ; but strangely enough. Sir Christopher 
never for a moment appeared to him as the 
admirer of Gertrude, nor did he pause on the 
extreme possibility that her cousin Lucy might 
be rather the object of Lord Leicester's pur- 
suit. ^The truth was, that his mind was im- 
pressed by so vivid a consciousness of Gertrude's 
attractions, that without his pausing to define 
the source of that impression, it would not 
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admit that tiie superiority of her charms, could 
b^ passed over by any who had beheld them, in 
favor of those of any other female. 

Wholly absorbed in these reflections, Lord 
Dacre walked hastily on, uniieeding sur* 
rounding objects, and thus ere he was aware he 
reached the house of Henry Willoughton. It 
was aa we have said, a calm, delicious evening, 
and the moon now floating through the serene 
sky, amidst a mass of lustrous clouds, silvered 
the tree tops, and the closed casements in the 
village of Charing. The dwelling of Henry 
stood somewhat apart from the other buildings, 
indeed it was not strictly speaking within the 
limits of the village, and the large garden by 
which it was surrounded, added to its isolation. 
Not a sound was heard as Lord Dacre now 
approached it, save the chimes of the distant 
abbey clock at Westminster, mixed with the 
hoarse baying of a watch dog in the village. 
The wicket yielded at once to his touch, but 
on approaching the house, he was surprised at 
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not perceiving a light in any of the casements; 
Where was old Martin ? Lord Dacre knew that 
he was too warmly attached to his master, to 
have retired composedly to rest in uneertainty 
as to the cause of Willoughton's delay in his 
return home, for though contemplating a stay 
at John Harding^s house during the past night, 
Henry had^ before he left Charing, bid his 
servant expect to see him at an early hour in 
the morning. 

Not without an apprehension that the old 
man was either ill himself, or had imprudently 
left the house to visit the city in search of his 
master, did Lord Dacre pass hastily through 
the garden, and knock at the door of the 
dwelling. The hollow echo of the blow was 
however its only answer, again and again did 
he repeat the summons with no more satisfac* 
tory effect. As wearied with these fruitless 
endeavours to obtain an entrance, he leaned for 
a minute against the porch, and his eye wan- 
dered over the garden, he perceived in the 
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bright clear moonlight, which bathed its trinat 
flower beds^ and rustic arboars, that it had 
been trampled over by many rude feet ; shrubs 
and flowers hairing been alike wantonly trodden 
down. Something too he perceived^ that lay 
glistering beneath a rose bush that grew by the 
principal path; on stepping forwards, to his 
astonishment and horror, he found that it was 
a small cup of richly chased gold, bearing 
the name, and arms of Willoughton. One 
frightful idea immediately took possession of 
his mind, the house of his friend had been 
robbed, and this cup was a part of the spoil 
which the robbers had dropped while carrying 
away their booty. 

It is here worthy of observation, Aat the 
advantages commonly ascribed to absolute 
monarchy, a greater regularity of police, and 
a more strict execution of the laws, did not 
attend the almost oriental despotism of Queen 
Elizabeth's government. On the contrary, the 
whole country was in a state of the most 
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doublet^ Lord Dacre proceeded to examine tbe 
house; in every room was some trace of the 
robbers ; they had not apparently been in any 
hurry to desert the scene of their enormity ; 
the cellar and the butlery had been ransacked^ 
and empty flasks and broken fragments of pro- 
visions, strewed the floor in the principal sitting 
apartment of the house. 

The pillage too had been accompanied by a 
very wantonness of destruction, not only had 
every portable article of value, such as carpets, 
mirrors, linen, and plate, been carried ofl^, but 
the robbers had done their best to destroy what 
they could not steal. The heavy furniture was 
bruised, cut, and injured, the tapestry torn, 
and some portraits by Holbein, of several mem- 
bers of Willoughton's family, had been taken 
from the walls, and the canvass pierced in many 
places. From this room Lord Dacre proceeded 
to the adjoining one, which was used by Wil- 
loughton as a study, here too had the work of 
devastation been carried on with the same im- 
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provident malice, the booke had been taken 
from the shelyes, and were seattered in frag- 
ments upon the floor. To these two rooms 
there appertained a little anti-room, communi- 
eating with both, and with a staircase that led 
to WiUoQghton's bed chamber; and Lord 
Dacre new bent his steps towards it with the 
intention of seeking again for Martin in the 
upper apartments, but as in the cursory glance 
which he had before taken he had not seen the 
old man, he was not without a hope that he might 
have escaped from the house, while the robbers 
were engaged in their work of plunder. In 
this hope, however, he was most awfully 
deceived. 

Scarcely had he crossed the threshold of the 
apartment, when he stumbled over some dark 
object that lay near its entomce. The moon 
flooded the roomnvith light, and by that light 
an appalling scene presented itself to the eyes 
of Leonard Dacre. Old Martin lay stretched 
a mangled corpse befcnre him, he was dad in 
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his night dreas, and it seemed as though the 
noise made by the robbers on their entrance^ 
had induced him to descend the stairs in order 
to ascertain its cause* Upon his forehead 
appeared a hideons wonnd, the canse of his 
death ; it seemed as though inflicted by some 
blunt instrument, such as the butt end of a 
pistol, or it might be the hilt of a dagger# 
The long, grey hair of the cdd man was spread 
over his forehead in tai^led masses clotted with 
blood. The convulsions of death seemed. to 
linger on his countenance, which was ghastly 
and horrible, a hideous bluenesa encircling the 
mouthy while the set teeth appeared between 
the drawn Hps, and the glazed eyes wide open^ 
seemed starii^ into the countenance of Lord 
Dacre, as he leaned over the corpse. The 
floor was crimsoned whh bloody which had 
flowed copiously from the wound, bi^ the body 
was quite cold, and life had evidently departed 
for m$i^ hours. A brater man than Leonard 
Daere never lived, he had &Qed death on the 



OF GIliSLAND. 219 

battle fields and watched his slow insidious 
approaches by the side of the sick couch, but 
never had he felt such a sickening emotion of 
almost superstitious dread, as that which now- 
subjected even his strong mind to its control* 
It was a fearful thing to stand alone as he did 
amidst that scene of murder. The easement of 
the room was half oyergrown by a luxuriant 
jasmine, which it had delighted Lucy Fenton 
to train when she Tisited the dwelling of her 
lover ; the moon-beams pierced through the 
fantastic twine, but as often as the slight 
tendrils trembled in the night breeze, did the 
pale light dance, and shimmer, on the distorted 
features of the dead. And as Lord Dacre 
gazed down upon the frightful face, it seemed 
to quicken into motion, and as though a 
meaning were gathering in the glassy eyes, the 
clenched^ hands relaxed, and either his own 
eyes were dim, or those livid lips were moving 
as in speech, though no sound proceeded from 
them. The loud beating of his own heart was 
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painfully perceptible, but then a rnshing as of 
many waters seemed to fill his ears^ and shut 
out every other sound What was that dark 
and shapeless figure at his side ? Lord Dacre 
shut his eyes' for a moment to c&pel what he 
felt to be an illusion, but was the reality upon 
which he opened them less horrible? He 
turned to leave the dreadful apartment, when 
his footsteps were arrested by the sound of 
a key, turning apparently in the house door. 
The next minute he heard the door itself creak 
heavily on its hinges, and the murmur of voices 
in the hall ; among which he recognised that of 
the man who had that night delayed his course 
in the Com Market. 

The pillage of Willoughton's house was then 
the exploit of which he had boasted, and he 
had now returned with bis assistant murderers 
to commit some new work of devastation, nor 
did Lord Dacre forget that the same ruffian 
was by his own acknowledgment, connected 
with the offence committed in the Chepe* 
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What meanwhile was to be done? to step for- 
ward at once, to provoke an encounter with 
those ruffians, was but recklessly to cast away 
his life. Could he reach the upper apartments, 
and effect an escape by means of the same case- 
ment which had offered him aa entrance ? The 
staircase which he must ascend, could not be 
gained but by crossing a corner of the haU 
which the assassins even then occupied. By 
the sound of their feet, and of their voices, the 
party appeared to be numerous, numbering pro- 
bably not less than from six to seven. With 
much noise they now dispersed themselves over 
the house,; some three or four ascending the 
staircase by which Leonard had hoped to effect 
his escape, and the rest bursting with a great 
tumult into the saloon, where they had ap- 
parently feasted on the preceding night, the 
light from their torches gleaming through the 
crevices of the door. Lord Dacre drew his 
sword, determined to sell his life dearly, but it 
were vain to deny that his heart beat with a 
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quickened pulsatioD, while a cold dew broke 
upon his brow. It was not death abstractedly 
considered that he dreaded, but to have all 
his noble visions of futurity at once swept out 
of sight, to know that cause to which he was 
devoted heart and soul, would be compromised, if 
not ruined by his sudden death ; and so to die 
by the knife of the midnight assassin, to be 
blotted from existence by the hand of a misera- 
ble thief; those reflections made the prospect 
of death horrible to Leonard Dacre. He could 
have dared it in the battle field, or should 
Fate decree the fSsdlure of the righteous cause, 
he could meet it with dignity on the scafibid, 
and die resigned, a martyr to Queen Mary's 
wrongs. But neither military glory, nor the 
dignity of a noble spirit, unsubdued even by a 
ruined cause, would now cheer his parting hour ; 
all was mean, wretched, and degrading, and 
his heart sickened at his coming doom. 

Meanwhile, the occupants of the saloon 
seemed prepared to renew their debauch of the 
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pTevious night, for instead of entering the 
apartment where Lord Daore was concealed, 
h^ beard them draw chairs near to the table, 
and one of the party, in a tone which dis- 
»€0vered thftt he was akeadj under the influence 
of some. Btrong drink, called loudly for wine. 
«Tbe way.to the wine edlar, as it happened, 
iay through the room in whi^ was. the body 
^f the murdered man. Lord Dacre knew this, 
and tightened liis grasp of his sword, as the 
•demand of the robber met his ear& The 
reply to it, however, partly released him from 
any immediate apprehension* 

'« Truly, Jacob f said another voiee, ** if 
thou wilt have more wine, thou must even seek 
forrit tbytelf : I would not look again on that 
.old man's grbly face fot the value of the 
Queen's crown.. His starting eyes, with the 
wide gash above them, have been with me 
through the day, and his poor tremUing hands 
held up in vain for mercy I" 
. '^ Thou art no better, Bobin, than a puling 
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fooir refuted the first speaker, in m voice 
broken bf the fieqsent liiocmp«f intozicatu», 
'^ altogether unworthy to be engaged in the 
▼ineyaid of the Lord, and therefore insensible 
to the {^ory €i seeing the Papist stmck down 
like the sheep led nnto the sbnighter. Know 
we not that the man was one c^ those who 
would fiiin ereet again in the realm the idol 
of mass worship; have we not found the tokens 
of the beast even in this dwellings the painted 
missals, and the beads, jea even the abomina- 
tion of the cross itsdf ! Verily, BoUn, the 
dying groan of the Papist was like sweet musie 
to mine ear I And much I bemoan me for the 
backsliding of my brethren, men of chaff are 
ye, in compare with godly Balph Adams: he 
truly is a servant of the just cause, and Z 
would he had been with us last night, to join 
in the work of destroying the substance of 
the Papist l** 

" Why r said a third voice, " we could wdl 
i^are him, old Jacob; he is something like 
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thyself, gifted with rather too large a stomach 
ibr the spoil) one such kite as thou art, were 
enough to gorge on the ^earnings of a dozen 
'forave fellows. So mark me, Jacob, these 
papers which our comrades seek, if thy fancy 
be correct, that the ministers of her grace will 
reward those who 4>ring them to their hands, 
'thou mayst hold thyself content with. thy pre^ 
<8ent plunder, and Richard and I ynll share the 
profits with the rest of our comrades ; for thou 
dost always hold thyself free of scathe when 
we have any work of danger on hand, and 
turnest as white as a sick maiden, at the sight 
of a drawn sword 1" 

^' I will set mine hand to no such covenant,"' 
answered .Jacob: ^'thou silly man, thou art 
as a wild beast which tears the hand that be- 
stows its food. Of what use were thy strength, 
if my wisdom, yea a wisdom which is not of 
of this world, did not direct its operations? 
Speak, thou mule, was it not I who demised to 
:plunder this dwelling of the Papist ? yea, and 
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even the goodlj deed which was last night 
done on the shameful token of the land's 
idolatry, which yet defileth the Chepe ?" 

'^ For which good deed I" sud the former 
speaker, *^ we stand the chance of mounting a 
goodly height above the rank of our neigh- 
bours; for the Queen's majesty has herself 
been pleased to visit the Chepe, and she swears 
by the soul of her father to hang all who had 
a share in the injury of the Cross, when once 
they come into her power I" 

^^ Which, with the pleasure of the Lord, we 
will not r answered Jacolx ** I tell the^, 
man !" and here he spoke thick, his drunken- 
ness evidently contending with his rage, "1 
tell thee,- man, that the Queen's majesty as 
thou dost call her, is herself no better than a 
Jezabel, a she wolf, sent to gnaw the bowels 
of the righteous, and a wolf too, attired in 
sheep's clothing ; hard would she deal with the 
people of the new Jerusalem, were she not 
held in terror by the people of Belial, by the 
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Papists, who would even deny unto her the 
sceptre which she holds ; but still hath her 
heart an ungodly leaning towards the cause of 
those idolaters ; with how many of the rags 
and abominations of Popery hath she not de-* 
filed the worship of the Lord? With the 
chanting of psalms, and the sounding of tim* 
foreb, with the cross^ and with the -ring, yea, 
worse than all^ with the surplice itself, the 
very livery of the beast I" 

During this conversation, the loud feet of the 
other robbers had been heard by Lord Dacre 
trampling from room to room in the upper 
apartments : he suspected that they had gone 
to seek for the very papers which he Jiad secured 
so short a time before, and which he had at 
that moment in his breast Would they 
imagine that the parcel had been removed, and 
eearch the- house in case it yet contained the 
person who had disappointed them, or would 
they resolve that in the confusion of the pre- 
ceding night, they had themselves mislaid or 
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destreyed them ? Though Jacob was now re- 
peating hia demand for wine, neither of his 
companions seemed disposed to approach so 
near to the murdered man, as was necessary in 
order to obtain it These ruffians evidently 
feared to enter the room where their victim lay. 
Lord Dacre was not twenty paces removed 
from the casementi it ha4 an inner fSftstening, 
and could he reach and open it, without n(Hse^ 
he might easily drop from it into the garden* 
The boards creaked however beneath his feet, 
and the noise at once caught the ear, and ex- 
cited the superstitious terrors of B.obin. 

^' Did you not hear a noise^^" he said to his 
companions. 

" Where ?" they enquired in reply« '' Hush I 
where he Jies I" returned the robber, adding in 
a lower tone, ^^ I have been watching the door, 
and I am sure I saw his hand put forth to 
beckon us T 

^' Thou art a fool T said Jacob* 

'^ Aye I" said the other robber, ^^ or perhaps 
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the old fellow wants company, give him thin^ 
Robin r' so saying, he seized the latter, and 
being the stronger of the two, pushed him 
across the room, driving him with such violence 
against the door of the anti-chamber that it 
burst open, and he fell prostrate on the body 
of the murdered man. A loud cry was uttered 
both by Jacob, and the third robber, when tb^ 
beheld Lord Dacre standing with his drawn 
sword ; concealment was now no more, 
and he retreated towards the casement, 
his sword pointed towards the robber, who 
drawing a rapier which he wore, at once sprung 
forwards to arrest his course. Bobin, who had 
uttered a yell of horror at finding himself 
thrown upon the corpse, had quickly scrambled 
to his feet, a ghastly looking figure, for his 
clothes, face> and huids were all stained with 
blood. Lord Dacre had now to make good his 
retreat, and to ward off the desperate attack of 
the robber, and of Jacob, the partial intoxica- 
tion of the latter vanishing under the influence 
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of his strong and sadden ezdtement. As the 
light from the torches which he and his com- 
rades had phiced in the saloon* flashed upon the 
conntenance of liord Dacre, he uttered a loud 
cry. 

" Smite hard, good MilesT lie excbdmed to 
the third robber, ^^ smite hard, yon is the man 
of Satan, with the strong arm, who last night 
sorely wounded our well beloved Balph 
Adams r 

While Jacob spoke thus, a sharp contest was 
maintained between Lord Dacre and the robber 
Miles, whom he found to be no inferior swords- 
man. Indeed, his command of his weapon, 
and military carriage, justified the surmise 
which even in the excitement of the moment 
glanced athwart the mind of Lord Dacre, that 
he had been in the army, and like many of its 
inferior members in those days, had left its 
. ranks to devote his strength, courage, and skill 
in arms, to the most lawless of pursuits. 

The noise of the clashing swords had reached 
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the ears of the robbers in the upper apartments, 
and they roshed down the stairs, crying to 
their comrades as they entered the room, 
'that they had sought every wkere, and the 
precious papers were gone. 

** Ah, fools I" cried Jacob, ** why did ye 
Hot seize them last night?*' 

" Truly," answered the robber to whom he 
spoke, ** thou shouldst have drunk less deeply 
of the Papist's wine, and have looked to them 
thyself r 

These words even, were heard by Lord 
Daore, for he was frightfully sensible to every 
fraction of the horrors around him. Nothing 
could be more dreadful than the scene, the 
mangled corpse of Martin on the floor, the 
fierce brutality in the face of Miles^ the subtle 
malice lurking under the drooping eyelid of the 
fanatic Jacob, and the noble countenance of 
Lord Dacre, worked into agony, as he stood 
with his back to the casement, which he had 
now forced open, with his single arm beating 
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off the attacks of three or four assailants, like a 
lion held at bay by the hunters. 

Meanwhile the feet of Miles, who pressed 
.^rdest upon Lord Dacre, slipped in the 
cnrdliog gore which had flowed from the head 

■ 

:of the corpse, and lie feU prostrate on the 
floor ; the other ruffians shrunk back, evident^ 
fearing to come within reach of Lord Dacre's 
-sword. 

'* Kill, kill him !" shouted Jacob, with an 
absolute shriek of fanatical rage ! '^ Who 
doubts that he too is a Papist ?" 

At these words the man Richard, whose 
voice Lord Dacre had recognized on the first 
entrance of the robbevs, and who had joined 
in the search for the papers, drew a pistol 
from his belt, and levelled it at the brave 
nobleman, who, embarrassed by the other rob- 
bers, had made a vain attempt to leap from 
the casement The weapon was directed by 
an experienced eye, and a steady hand, and 
that moment had nearly been the last of the 
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Boble Lord Dacre's life, but even in that mo 
taent came a rushing noise in the adjoining 
apartment, the hand (^ Richard was struck 
aside, while his finger was on the trigger, and 
the pistol being dischai^ed from the sudden- 
ness of the action, the bullet pierced the 
ehoulder of Jacob, who had stood grinning at 
a little distance irom Bichard, having through- 
out the affidr been careful to keep himself safe 
from all chance of hurt by the sw(»rd of Lord 
Dacre. With a scream of agony the wretch 
now sunk upon the ground, and his comrades 
gathered together, startled to find themselves 
«o suddenly opposed by other adversaries. The 
young cavalier who had so opportundy averted 
ihe weapon from its destined aim, now sprung 
sword in hand to Lord Dacre's side, having in 
the act of turning away the pistol, already in- 
flicted a severe flesh wound in Richard's arm. 
His attendants, four in number, fought bravely, 
snd the robbers finding themselves very nearly 
jiiatched, collected together, having lifted the 
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wounded Jacob, Miles had already risen, and 
was foremost in the contest, and contenting 
thanselves with merdy panying the thrusts 
of their assailants, almost inch by incb they 
retreated from the room. The fanatk Jacob 
gnashed his teeth with rage at finding his com- 
rades thus forced back, ai\d as they were driven 
into the saloon, he snatched up one of the 
torches which were burning there, and flung 
it through the open door of the library : it 
fell upon the mass of torn books, pictures, and 
tapestry, which he and his comrades had 
heaped there, in their malice of the preceding 
night ; the light and dry material caught the 
flame in a moment, and the bright glare which 
immediately spread itself over the saloon would 
.have informed Lord Dacre and his friends of 
the miscreant's malicious act, if even they had 
not beheld him fling the tcNrch. His comrades, 
however, apprehensive that . the blaze might 
rouse the attention of the villagers, hurried 
from the house, saluted, in crossing the garden. 
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by several shots irom the pistols of the young 
cavalier and his attendants ; a cry of pain from 
more than one of the robbers, telling that these 
shots were not without effect. 

The cracking of wood, and the bursts of 
flame and smoke, which now issued from the 
library, gave fearful notice of the progress of 
the fire; it had already not only communi- 
cated with the o^ing of that apartment, but 
played round the door, of the salooi|. Regard 
for their own Uves, compelled Lord Dacre and 
his fiiends to rush from the atmosphere of 
smoke, by which they were almost suffocated, 
into the freer air of the garden. It was then 
that Leonard turned to thank his deliverer. 
The latter was a young man of from twenty, 
to twenty-five years of age, of a slender, but 
elegant figure, and with a countenance whose 
animated and frank expression, atoned for some 
irregularity of feature. He was attired in a 
suit of dark velvet, with a mantle of scarlet 
42loth, and his manners possessed all that grace- 
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fill confidence, which is the gift only of d 
generous mind. 

^' Pain me not, Taliant Daerel" said Lord 
Morden, for it was that young nobleman, who, 
had so opportunely entered Willoughton's 
house. ^^ Pain me not by the offer of thanks, 
for an act of conunon humanity. I was by a mere 
chance, how fortunate do I now esteem it, riding 
late to my dweUing in the Strand, and passing 
this house, which I knew to belong to a brave 
and worthy gentleman, I was surprised to find 
the garden gate left open at such an hour, on 
listening I caught some tokens of tumult within 
the house, and dismounting with my attendants 
we tethered our horses in the lane, and amidst the 
night's evils how grateful may we be, that the 
villains whom I have been so happy as to aid 
you in driving hence, had left the hall door 
open like the gate, and enabled me to arrive 
oppportunely to assist one, who though but 
little known to me except by fame, has been by 
that everywhere reported as so noble a gentle^ 
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man that I have long wished to number him 

among my individual friends I** 

^^ Were it not possible T said Lord Dacre, 

having replied coiMeously to these compliments, 

<< were it not possible to procure some assist-^ 

ance in the village, which may save my friend's 

house from total destruction." 

^* Two of my servants," said Lord Morden, 

^ shall go immediately and seek whatever aid 
the villagers can afford, but much I fear me 
the flames have already fastened on the main- 
beams of the building, and that all efforts to 
preserve it from destruction will be fruitless !" 

While this conversation passed, the two no* 
Uemen had stood in Willoughton's garden, 
surrounded by Lord Morden's attendants; he 
now drew Lord Dacre a little apart, and warmly 
pressing the hand of the latter, while something 
of a sad expression crossed his own intelligent 
features, he said in a low tone, '* We live, 
noble Dacre, in a troublesome age, when every 
cause of satisfaction is darkly chequered by 
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aome accompanying ill ; how doth it grieve me, 
that my first doty of that new-established 
friendship which I hope may long endare 
between as, is to warn my noble friend to a 
distance that mnst forbid me to enjoy the plea- 
sures of his friendshipw The ever wary, and 
suspicions ministers e£ Elizabeth are on the 
alert; I deem not, that they know yon to be 
in London, but alas, noble Dacre, your adher- 
ance to the faith ol your &thers is well under- 
stood ; and, oh, Intter truth for one of the new 
creed to admit, that knowledge is of itself 
sufficient to make you even, exalted as you are, 
the object of th«r detestable cniapieion.. Alas, 
even this day, while supporting the fair damsel 
who interfered to save the Queen from an assas- 
sin, did I myself hear the ruthless Walsingham 
bid Elizabeth look well to her Catholic subjects, 
^ aye, madam,' he audaciously added, ' look to 
your life where they are concerned, and trust 
it not to the noblest of them all !' Alas I alas !" 
continued the generous Lord Morden, '^ enough 
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of the suspicious, and the unfeeling, has by 
nature a share in the stem heart of Elizabeth, 
but something of a more generous and noble 
character is ako native to that heart 'f but when 
will she hearken to those better dictates while 
surrounded by Cecil, by Walsinghainj> and by 
Leicester : the crafty, the cruel, and the licen-* 
tious — they stifle h^r best impulses, and fan 
for ever the lurking fires of her envy, her sus- 
picion, her hatred, and revenge." 

*' Truly, noble youth 1" said Lord Dacre, 
grasping warmly in his turn, the hand of hi^ 
friend, ^[ would that those who have given up 
the religion of their fathers, were all alike 
endowed with thy free, and generous spirit, 
then might men yield each other to be sincere 
though in an opposite faith, and love the 
brother who adores his Maker in all truth, 
though one might kneel to a simple, and the 
other to a decorated shrine. Oh, spirit of the 
gospel I what share have, these fierce reformers, 
in thy holiness and peace ?" 
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*^ Yet we will hope,'' said Lord Morden, 
^^ that a time may come when that spirit of 
charity and meekness shall prevail, when the 
distinctions of CathoKc and Beformer shall 
exist no more, and with meekness in their 
hearts, and on their lips, men shall kneel in 
affection towards eadi other to their God. 
And now my heart is pierced noble Dacre, so 
soon to say farewelL But with all submission 
I would suggest that it were meet you did not 
linger even here. Let me pray you to accept 
my horse, and be assured that I will myself 
stay to superintend all endeavours to save the 
dwelling, though it i» I fear doomed to irreme- 
diable destruction. 

Lord Dacre thanked the young nobleman for 
this advice, so judicious in itself, and doubly so 
even from those circumstances of which Lord 
Morden was ignorant, namely the imperative 
call for Leonard Dacre's immediate presence in 
the country. Before mounting the horse, how- 
ever, be lingered to detail such circumstances 
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of the robbery and murder which had been 
committed in Willoughton's house, as might 
help the future apprehension of the assassins. 
Nor did he omit to mention their ^hare in the 
offence committed in the Chepe. The villains 
had for the present time made good their 
escape, but Lord Morden promised that no ex- 
ertion should be spared on his part to trace 
them out, and bring them to their well merited 
punishment. 

Meanwhile the flames, which were now in all 
directions bursting from Willoughton's house, 
had excited attention in the village, and many 
of its inhabitants were gathering about the 
spot. In those flames, and in thd bright moon- 
li^t, every object was distinctly discernible, 
aud Lord Daere felt the necessity of comply- 
ing with the advice of fais young friend, and 
hastening from a spot where he might by some 
ill chance be recognised* Yet ere he departed, 
he turned again to Lord Morden, and in a 

VOL. I. M 
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faltering tone enqoired of hiin ooncerning 
the fair dameel who saved the life of the Queen. 
The replj, the warm euloginm on her beauty, 
and her grace, wUch burst immediately from 
the lips o( Lord Morden, conyiaced him that it 
was indeed Gertrude who had won for herself 
the undesired protection of Elizabeth, An 
unpleasant feeling, amounting almost to pain, 
shot through the heart of Lord Dacre, as the 
young nobleman spoke rapturously of the 
damsel, but it yielded to a more exalted 
emotion, and leaning down oyer the neck of his 
horse, he said that were the name of the maiden 
** Gertrude Harding," he would .commend her, 
as his own sister to Lord Morden s care. 

^'Keed I speak to you, dear friend," said 
Lord Dacre, '^ of the dangers which must sur- 
round so lovely a creature in the court of 
Elizabeth. Though of humble condition, I 
love and honor the damsel for her worthy 
father's sake ; her father's sake, ah, though it 
was but last night that I first beheld her, she 
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taught me no less to esteem her for her own. 
And you, gentle Morden, will release me from 
a load of severe anxiety by acceding to this my 
only request, I shall not think that my absence 
from London leaves that fair creature un- 
defended amid the thousand toils of the 
court I" 

'^ Be assured, my lord," said the young 
Morden, '^ that it will be to me a pleasure not 
only to comply with your request, but to 
convey any message from yourself to the 
damsel I" 

Hereupon, Lord Dacre drew from his finger 
the ring which Gertrude had conveyed for him 
in the morning to Vitelli, and which had been 
returned to its owner by Pietro Mancini, the 
page of the Italian captain. Lord Daere now 
tendered this ring, a ruby of great value, to 
the young nobleman, praying him to transmit 
it to Gertrude, bidding her remember, that she 
had in the donor, a friend for ever anxious for 
her well being, a brother, whose arm should be 

M 3 
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prompt to avenge ber wrongs. With the 
warmth of real sincerity, did Lord Morden 
promise to fulfil the behest of his friend, who 
wringing bis hand in silenee, looked up once 
with a sorrowful countenanee at the blazing 
dwelling of poor Willoughton, and then urged 
his horse to a rapid pace in the direction of the 
city. Once more however, when through the 
village, did Lord Dacre pause, and turn bis eyes 
towards the boose. 

The cold, grey tints of coming morning had 
now spread over the sky, and a few faint 
streaks of red even were perceptible on the 
eastern verge of the horizon. But in fearful 
contrast with that uncertain and pale light, did 
the flames roar upfrom the devoted mansion, 
swaying like a red banner in the breeze that 
fanned them. In dark contrast to that lurid 
light, the knots of tall trees that were planted 
in the garden, gloomed against the morning 
sky; and the figures of Lord Morden, his 
attendants, and the villagers, were dimly 
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perceived by Lord Dacre in the distance. 
While in the near ground, the village of 
Charing, with its tufts of sober green, and 
scattered cottages, still lay cool, and quiet, 
in the yet lingering lull, of the departing 
night 
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CHAPTER VI. 



** She had the Asiatic eye. 
Dark, as above us, is the sky ; 
But through it stole a fitful lights 
Like the moon's rising at midnight.' 

Btron. 



»f 



There was something ghastly, in the smile 
and in the tone, with which the beautifol and 
gaily-attired female welcomed Lucy Fenton, 
on her arrival at the house of Sir Philip 
Wynyard, at Eltham ; and the poor girl shrunk 
back, and clung in an agony of terror to the 
arm of the good natured Gilbert, while the 
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woman beckoned her to enter. The latter 
perceived her emotion^ and its cause, and burst- 
ing into a mocking laugh, she cried — 

*' Pear not, damsel, to enter here ; your 
skin has borrowed a tint from the rose, though 
the white one may, for the present, have 
touched your cheek with too much of its own 
pale hue, and those locks have stolen from the 
sunbeam a portion of its golden light; then 
fear you not to enter here, this dsvelling is a 
fairy land for the beautiful and the young; 
the full cup of pleasure shall be tendered to 
your lip, but beware maiden, beware^ drain it 
not too deeply, lest you taste of the bitter po- 
tion that is mingled with its dregs I" 

^^ Have a care, Euphrasia I" said Gilbert, 
in a tone sharper than Lucy would have ima«- 
gined that he could use, ^^ have a care, it will 
but ill please our master if you frighten or 
annoy this fait damsel with your vagariea 
Poor thing !" he added, ^' she must be fatigued, 
and faint, I pray you give her some refreshment, 
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and let her seek repose I" Then withdrawing 
hie arm from the tenacions grasp of Lucy, 
who trembled to lose sight of one, who had 
seemed more sensible to the dictates of good 
feeling than the rest of those into whose hands 
she had fallen^ he bade her be cheerful, and 
assured her that no harm was intended to her. 
As the door closed on him, and Lucy found 
herself alone with Euphrasia, she burst into a 
passion of tears. The latter still stood witb 
the lamp in her hand» but so far from expres- 
sing anything like sympathy with the anguish 
of the unfortunate girl^ a bitter smile of mock- 
ery, it might be almost of gratified malice, 
played over her beautiful features: this ma- 
lignant expression too was strengthened by 
the intense glare of her largo and deeply set 
black eyes, which literaUy blazed beneath the 
arched and delicately pencilled brow, and con- 
trasted painfully with the marble colour of her 
Grecian-shaped forehead, and with her cheek, 
which Lucy at once perceived,, owed its deep 
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and crimson flush to art. There was a fate 
written in the lightning flashes of those 
brilliant eyes : they told of wild passions, long 
and recklessly indulged, and yet unsatiated 
even by indulgence ; of sufferings borne for 
many yeai^, and of which 'time had net de- 
creased the first poignant smart, and of a spirit 
amid its sorrows, mourning most for the lost 
enjoyments of its guilt. While Lucy indulged 
in that burst of irrepressible anguish, Euphrasia 
leaned against a column that supported the 
roof of the hall in which they stood, with less 
of indifference, than of satisfaction in her 
countenance. She did not speak, but waited 
.calmly till the girl's paroxysm of grief was 
past. Then she coldly inquired whether it 
would please her to remain a tenant of the 
hall for the night, or vouchsafe to accept her 
guidance to the apartment which was prepared 
for her. The forlorn girl, somewhat roused by 
the question, gazed mournfully round her, she 
stood at the moment in a handsome semi- 
id 5 
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circular hall, with a Taulted roof, sapported hj 
stone C(diimn8, two immense folding doors of 
carved oak, denoted the principal entrance, 
and on the side oppodte to that on wliich she 
stood, Lucy perceived a smaU door similar to 
that by which she had entered; these doors 
were also of oak, curiously carved. At the 
upper end of the hall die observed another 
smaller pair of folding doors, which led, die 
did not doubt, to one of the principal apart- 
ments of the mansion. On either side of these 
doors a wide oak staircase, branched off, leading 
to a gallery which surrounded the hall, and 
between this gallery and the floor, the space 
was filled by alternate panellings of oak, and 
the tall, narrow windows, customary to the age. 
Perceiving that Lucy was prepared to follow 
her, Euphrasia led the way to the staircase : 
the poor girl's heart sunk still lower than 
before, as she followed her conductress. 

Once, as they were ascending the stairs, 
Euphrasia paused for a moment, and raised the 
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lamp which she carried to a level with her own 
face, as if to mark more accurately that of 
Lucy Fenton, and again that smile of fearful, 
and malicious meaning played upon her lip. 
Then pursuing her course up the stairs, she 
passed through the gallery with a rapid step, 
and opening one of the many doors which it 
contained, after conducting the girl through 
several of the labyrinthine, intersected passages, 
common in the dwellings of the period, she 
paused, and throwing wide a door, led the way 
into a magnificent and brilliantly illuminated 
saloon. The sudden blaze of light dazzled the 
eyes of Lucy, after being guided through so 
many dim passages, merely by the doubtful 
rays of the lamp ; and involuntarily she put up 
her hand to shade her eyes, ere she examined 
the apartment which she felt was to be her 
prison. On again looking round it, her heart 
sickened at its splendour, what wrong might 
she not expect at the hands of those, who had 
thought it worth their while to convey her, the 
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humble daughter of n dtizen, to that gorgeous 
abode. Bronze lamps descended from the ceil- 
ing, in wluch burned perfumed oils, massy 
candlesticks of riehfy chaeed silver were placed 
ttpon the tables, filled with tapers of yellow 
and scented wax. The ceiling itsdf was painted 
and gilt, the walk were hung with blue silk, 
the window curtains of the same material, 
and the cusUons tod couches covered with vel^ 
vet of the like color, with a bordering of silver ; 
while upon the floor was spread a rich carpet. 
A table in the centre of the room was spread 
with every delicacy that could tempt the most 
fastidious appetite ; these were served in costly 
gold plate : and mixed with the dishes of cold 
pastry and game, were others piled with all the 
fruits that the season afforded : luscioua grapes 
tinted with a purple bloom, and peaches glow- 
ing from the ardent kisses of the sun. Nor 
was there any lack there of the vintages pf 
France, of rich burgundy, or fragrant claret. 
Slender vases of crystal too, were filled with 



OF GIL8LAND. 259 

the last flowers of the season, the lingering 
rose, and the carefully cukured carnation, mix^ 
ing their sweet perfume with that of the rare 
scents, that steamed from the tapera^ and the 
lamps^ 

The loxurjr that surrounded her, only ap- 
palled poor Lucy, and sinking on a pile of 
cushions she again melted into tears. Euphrasia 
gazed on her in silence for a few minutes, and 
then with something more of kindness in her 
tone and manner, she prayed the damsel to ap^ 
proach the table and partake of some refresh- 
ment ; but Lucy only waved her away 
in token of refusal, and wept. Euphrasia then 
took her hand and seating herself on one of the 
rich couches she drew the girl towards her. 
There was amid all its wildness, and severity, 
a kind of awful majesty in the appearance and 
manner of this woman, that filled the bosom of 
Lucy with an indefinable, but unconquerable 
dread. She felt as though in the presence of 
some being of a superior nature, unaccountably 
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degraded below ita origiDal condition: one 
sublime amid decay, and never seeming, 

V 

** LeM than arcbangel nimed !" 

Under the influence of these impressions, 
she almost shrunk from the earnest gaze of 
Euphrasia's black eyes, so searching were they 
in their intensity of light. 

*' Thinkest thou, maiden/' she said in a 
milder tone than she had hitherto used, *^ think- 
est thou, it were impossible to live as the light 
o' love of him, who will make thee the lady of 
this gay mansion, the mistress of all that it 
contains ; wouldst thou not purchase grandeur 
on such terms ?" 

'^ Oh, never, never I" said the indignant and 
terrified Lucy. 

'^ Nay I" returned Euphrasia, ^^ bethink 
thee, damsel, ere thou art so eager to pronounce. 
The baubles which gold will buy, are dear to 
the youthful heart, and power, and luxury, and 
command are its idols I Oh, they are dreamers 
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who despise gold, do but thou gild an enormoua 
vice, and the world will cease as a vice to 
regard it, but be thou poor, then tremble to 
diverge one hair's breadth from the thorny path 
of rectitude; damsel, damsel, thou art too 
eager to pronounce I" and Euphrasia burst into 
a bitter, scornful laugh as she spoke. 

** Miserable woman," said Lucy, " I pity 
thee, if it be thy real thought, that the poor 
and transitory luxuries of the world are worth 
the heavy purchase thou dost name." 

" I pardon thine anger, damsel," replied 
Euphrasia, " for once I had thought the same, 
but there are other attractions for the female 
heart than those even which are furnished by 
wealth and power. Think, maiden, to have 
kneeling at thy feet, one for whom the proud 
dames of the court have in vain spread the 
snares of their beauty, and their wit; the 
young, the gay, the gallant, a slave,, damsel, to 
thee, and to thy smiles I Could'st thou remain 
insensible to such pleading ?" 



i 
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" Thou doet sot know me V answered 
Lney. 

" Bat I know tbe heart of woman T^ stud 
Enpfarasia, then she exclaimed with a wild, yet 
monniful energy, which filled the boeom of 
Lucy at once with wonder, and eonqiasBioD. 
'* Do I not know woman's heart, oh wofully 
have I purchased that knowledge, the bitter 
fruits of many a bitter tear, of numy a fiery 
Ngh. Oh the betrayer of its own peace, the 
wretched victim of itself, the vun, weak, fickle 
thing, a woman's heart. Muden, thon hast 
been I doubt not, nurtured amid those wh(Hn 
the world calls rirtuous, thy heart recoils in 
wonder and disgust, irom the poor frail 
ones of thy aez, insolently proud in its con- 
fidence in itself ; loud are its assertions of its in- 
ability to become so corrupt, so miserable. 
But I tell thee, proud girl, thy fancied virtue is 
the child of chance, women were all frail, were 
they all alike tempted. The time may yet be, 
^h, to how many, once innocent, and proud ia 
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innocence as thyself, have I not seen that timtf 
arrive ? The time which shall rob thee of that 
boasted virtne, and make thee lightly estimate 
its loss. And a worse time too^ when thy 
heart, with all its piide, all its coldness gone, 
shall cling in beseeching, and passionate affec* 
Uon, to one wha shall then turn coldly from its 
love. Insolence, and contumely, and rejection, 
will you then submissively bear ; what is there 
as abject as a woman's love ? Do I not know 
this ?" pursued Euphrasia, ^' ah, have I not 
most wofuUy proved it? I, the proud, the 
imperious, the frigid, and inaccessible in my 
own conceit. How have I doted on my degra- 
dation, on my fall, with what horrible consola- 
tions have I solaced my dark spirit, and laid 
ati unction to my bleeding heart. And I 
maiden, was once as proud, and as innocent as 
thyself; and if I once was as thou art, where- 
fore shouldst thou not be even as I am; a 
wretch sunk beneath the level of thine own 
contempt, hardened in thy shame^ but with one 
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fierce, one hideous comfort for thy woes, to see 
others of thy doomed and wretched sex, made 
as wretched, as degraded as thy self I That is 
the cup of my consolation, hope not, dream not, 
miserable girl, to leave this house, the mistress 
of your proudly boasted virtue, was I less 
lovely or less virtuous than you, or think you 
I will suffer you to escape the snare by which 
I felL Many pf the beautiful, the innocent, 
the young, have I made even as holocausts 
upon the altar of mine own wrecked virtue, of 
my ruined hopes ; hope not then to escape the 
wrath by which they fell T 

As Euphrasia spoke thus, her voice grew 
husky with passion, her stately form dilated, 
and her dark eyes gleamed with a thousand 
fearful meanings ; poor Lucy shrunk appalled, 
for she felt that she looked either upon the 
most frantic, or the most abandoned of her 

As she ceased speaking, the wretched crea- 
ture, as if exhausted by her own violence, sunk 
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back half breathless upon the couch, from 
Tirhich in the energy of her emotions she had 
risen. Her eyes lost their wildness, and her 
trembling lips assumed the palor of death. 
Perceiving her eyes fixed steadily, but as it 
seemed unconsciously upwards, and that she 
labored much for breath, Lucy, yielding to the 
dictates of that humanity which could not 
desert her breast, though the object were ever 
so undeserving, approached the miserable 
Euphrasia^ and loosening the rich lace ruff that 
encircled her throat, she unlaced her velvet 
boddice, that she might breathe more freely. 
The convulsion, however, appeared to encrease, 
and a strong spasm contracted the muscles 
about her mouth. Lucy, really alarmed, now 
brought wat^ from the table, with which to 
bathe her temples, and with great difficulty 
forced a small quantity of wine down her 
throat. While she was thus engaged, she per- 
ceived a gold chain about the neck of Euphrasia, 
to which was attached a portrait of a cavalier, 
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richly set with diamonds, this portrait had been 
concealed between the under boddice attached 
to her petticoat of pink satin, and the 
outer one of velret, and had fallen from her 
bosom when Lucy unfastened her dress. 
Involuntarily the girl took hold of the min- 
iature to examine the features, but there 
was astonishment and recognition in her gaze ; 
she turned her eyes from the fine countenance 
which the portrait so faitiMuUy represented, to 
that of the wretched and abandoned Euphrasia, 
and there was something more of pity in her I 

glance. Was she really heart and floul devoted \ 

to the original of that picture, well might she 
be the unhappy being which she had described 
herself. Meanwhile Euphrasia, partially re- 
covered by the remedies which Lucy had ap- 
plied, unclosed her eyes, and fixed them on the \ 
girl with a gaze of mingled wonder and 
enquiry ; on Lucy again tendering the wine to 
her lips, she shrunk back with a shudder, and 
exclaimed in a voice of shame and grief, ^ No^ 
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not from you, no gentle office of charity from 
yout hand : most ill-fated and betrayed one I'' 
At this moment the door opened^ and a gentle* 
man extravagantly atid gaily attired in the pre- 
Tailing fashion of the day, entered the apart- 
ment This person might perhaps have been 
about seven and twenty years of age^ he was 
by no means deficient in those graces, either of 
face, or figure, by which ladies' hearts are com- 
monly said to be so easily won ; and it was suffi- 
cient to gaze in the countenance^ or even on the 
mineiug air of the cavalier, to discover that he 
by no means underrated these advantages. 
His garb was of <2arnation eolored velvet, 
puffed with silver tissue, immense roses decora- 
ted his shoes, and his light brown hair redolent 
of perfume, was carefully trained into <;urls 
that fell even below his lace rufif. He advanced 
towards Lucy with a sliding affected kind of 
step, that spoke as plain even as words could 
speak, his already formed opinion of her utter 
inability to resist the galaxy of perfections that 
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were concentered in his own proper person. 
Perceiving the condition of Euphrasia, who, 
scarce recovered from her nervous paroxysm, 
still reclined upon the couch, he said with some 
asperity both of look and tone ; ^' Did Gilbert 
fail to deliver to you my strict commands; 
weak and foolish woman, you do but destroy 
yourself^, these struggles with your doom' are 
vain ; speak, Euphrasia, of what is it that you 
complain ? That humanity which induced me 
to save you from your contemplated fate, has 
it failed to accede to all your reasonable wishes 
since you dwelt here ? Have I not a right to 
expect that even for the sake of gratitude, you 
should console yourself?" 

" Ay, you indeed, poor vain butterfly, driven 
by bad precept, and example, upon deeds not 
consonant to thy nature!" said Euphrasia, 
rising, ^^ you indeed might claim my gratitude, 
but gratitude is a noble feeling, one that be- 
longs to that class of emotions which the world 
calls virtuous, and you know that it is long 
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since I had aught to do with virtue; why 
then should you expect me to be grateful — 
gratitude from me I that were indeed to gather 
grapes from thorns !" 

^^ Poor Euphrasia ! poor, poor Euphrasia I'' 
toid the young man in a kinder tone^ ^^get 
thee to bed poor wretch, and rest. I can tell^ 
Euphrasia, by thy looks, thou hast been to-day 
nursing again the old thoughts !" 

*^ To-day nursing the old thoughts I" said 
Euphrasia. ^^AlasI I have but one thought, 
only one, and that pursues me night and day. 
And when it presses hard upon me, and sum- 
mons old voices to mine ears, and old familiar 
faces to mine eyes : then there is but one way 
to be at peace, and that is to let the rancorous 
memories eat into my heart, to bid thought 
have its fill, to plunge into recollection till it 
has 60 maddened me, that I can think no more. 
Thus is it, Philip, that 1 play the tyrant, with 
my tyrant thoughts; but I would you had 
not brought this girl hither, a something is 
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there in her voice and eye, has eummoned up 
80 suddenly those cruel memories^ which I 
had thought were stifled for ever ; pray you, 
good> kind Philip, send her hence I" 

As Eiq>hrasia uttered these last words, she 
clung to the yeung man's arm, who assuring 
her with a smile that he could not so consent 
to part with a fair damsel, whom he had won 
even at the sword's point, gently led her to the 
door of the apartaienty bidding her retire to 
rest, and releasing her till the morrow from 
any further attendance upon Lucy. Mean- 
while, that ill-fated girl had sat trembling upon 
a pile of cushions, since the time of the youth's 
entrance, nor was her perturbation lessened 
by his dismissal of Euphrasia, whose presence 
she felt as some slight shadow of protection, 
for there was much in the words and manner 
of that strange woman, which was at variance 
with the dark malignity towards her own sex, 
that made the (Ustinguishing feature in her 
discourse. The features of the gallant, had 
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been narrowly examined by Lucy on his first 
entrance, but if ever she had seen them before 
they had left no trace upon her memory. He 
now approached her, and bade her welcome 
to his dwelling, of which with the hyperbole 
commonly .addressed by the cavaliers of the 
day to the softer sex, he hoped that she might 
long continue as the sunbeam, the presiding 
star ; assuring her that to his mind her beauty 
as far excelled that of the court ladies, as the 
loveliness of the rose surpassed that of the 
poor daisy, or the green blade of grass* To 
all these fine speeches Lucy turned a deaf ear, 
and was indeed so rude as to interrupt her 
admirer with repeated entreaties, that he would 
restore her to the humble dwelling of her 
father, which was, she assured him, as much 
more suited to her wishes, as it was to her 
condition, and far more meet for an unambiti- 
ous damsel like herself, than tiie costly abode 
of which it had pleased him to make her an 
inhabitant. This very ungracious reply to a 

VOL. I. N 
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speech, the flatteries of which, he well knew, 
would not have been unacceptable to the sa- 
gacious and imperial Elizabeth, excited no 
smalt astonishment in the bosom of Sir Philip 
Wynyard. This astonishment howeyer, did 
not originate in a supposition that Lucy really 
meant to reject his proffered love, or had any 
real wish to return to the abode of her father : 
that such could be the state of her thoughts, 
the superlative vanity of the knight did not 
at first permit Mm for a moment to imagine. 
He supposed that the coldness of the damsel 
arose from her overweaning love of flattery, 
and that he had not sufficiently praised her 
charms. Accordingly he burst forth in a new 
strain of panegyric: so extravagant indeed 
was the style which he adopted, that had not 
Lucy been in his power, she would have 
laughed outright at what, in her untaught sim- 
plicity, she considered the folly of such language. 
But the afiair was in the worst possible posi- 
tion for her, and the more Sir Philip praised. 
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the more did Lucy tremble. That this young 
courtier should suppose that so humble a dam- 
sel, would at once be dazzled and won by a 
free application of flattery, was not at all sur- 
prising, since he was a daily witness of its 
potent influence over the mind of the lion- 
hearted Queen herself. No flattery was too 
gross to be accepted by Elizabeth, and one 
sure way to her favor, was to speak of her 
personal charms in terms the most extravagant, 
and ridiculous. The continued coldness, there- 
fore, with which this little humble daughter 
of a citizen, suffered him to exhaust his breath 
in the utterance of compliments which he 
knew that a queen would have accepted with 
gratitude, and have rewarded with bounty, 
began at last also to exhaust his patience. He 
knew not whether to impute the indifference 
of Lucy to stupidity, or to bad taste ; most 
dire stupidity it was, in his opinion, not to 
apprehend the point of his excellent compli- 
ments ; and that the taste of the maiden could 

N 3 
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be 80 corrupt, as to allow of her entertaining 
an indifference, or dislike to his person, his 
vanity made him very slow to believe. In 
truth Sir Philip Wynyard was a just specimen 
of that very fovlish class of young men, 
who, without any exact appetite for vice, suffer 
themselves to be led, or rather shamed into it, 
by the mere force of example. The chief 
faults of Sir Philip were his vanity, and his 
morbid apprehension of ridicule ; for the rest 
he was brave, tolerably clever, and not in 
general wanting in humanity. Once, however, 
offend his vanity, or make him a mark for the 
shafts of contempt, and there was no offence 
against morality, or good feeling, which he 
could not be irritated to commit. The circum- 
stance even which had led to the abduction of 
Lucy Fentbn, was a sufficient key to the cha- 
racter of this young man. The beauty of the 
girl, and of her cousin Gertrude Harding, be- 
came accidentally a topic' of. conversation 
with Sir Philip, and some of his court com- 
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panions, by whom the damsels had been notioed, 
when seated among the dames of their con- 
dition at a tilt. It was observed that Sir 
Christopher Hatton, and the Earl of Leicester, 
the latter more particularly, had been heard to 
praise the loveliness of the maidens in high 
terms. Hereupon a youth of the party, 
well aware of the peculiar weakness of Sir 
Philip, warned that knight, who had been loud 
in his admiration, to give up at once all hope 
of success in a pursuit, wherein he must en- 
counter such dangerous rivals. This was 
enough, Sir Philip's vanity was piqued, and he 
boldly wagered a thousand rose nobles, to a 
silver groat, that he would carry off both the 
damsels, and win their affection from all other 
competitors, be they gentle or simple. The 
extravagance of this boast was no less irritating 
to the vanity of his companions, than their 
previous sneers had been to that of Sir Philip, 
and they took special care to bind him to his 
engagement, in such a mode as to ensure their 
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own knowledge of its failure or success. From 
this it will be seen that if not disposed to 
annoy Lacy from a motiye of utter profligacy, 
Sir Philip was yery likely to do so, from the 
malice of disappointed yanity ; if once he dis- 
covered that he was really to her an object of 
contempt. This, however unwilling he might 
be to admit it, was a conviction that at last 
forced itself upon his mind His hyperbolical 
compliments she had listened to in almost 
total silence ; but when he came to speak with 
terms of contempt of her plebeian birth, and to 
dwell on the superior luxuries which she might 
enjoy — would she consent to be his love, the 
lady of his heart — Lucy's anger was excited, 
and rising indignantly, with something of her 
cousin's spirit, flushing her brow, she bade 
him, in the stem tone of insulted virtue, quit 
her presence. 

^* Be not angry, fair one," said Sir Philip, 
^' the love, and devout adherence of a noble 
gentleman of thy sovereign's court, may well 
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be accepted by a damsel of thy rank, however 
fair may be her person, upon terms more Ught 
than those which she might exact from the 
brute citizens^ or unmannerly churls, who 
may seem as . honorable precendors to her 

*' Shatiie up^n thy oouditiop.]" s^d Lucy^ 
^' if its best privilege is but to cast aside the 
wholesome reins of morality ; and its dearest 
triumph, thus with impunity to insult a poor 
helpless damsd* Thy proffers I spurn, thy 
person I despise, begone wretch, and molest 
me no more with thine odious presencei" 

The girl had spoken from the impulse of a 
most natural indignation, but its violent ex- 
hibition was imprudent, considering her posi* 
tion. wholly in the power of the man whose 
vanity she wounded, and wbose vengeance she 
provoked. A tint of dusky red stole over the 
brow of Sir Philip Wynyard, and he paused a 
moment ere he could discover words in which 
to give vent to emotions so much stronger than 
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anj which he had hitherto experienced; at 
length his galled yanity found a tongue. 

*^ Vain and foolish damsel," he said, ^* the 
lowness of thy conation, has I see, infocted thy 
spirit with its meanness, thou can'st discern no 
more distinction to thyself, in the love of a 
gallant gentleman^ than in that of the mean 
admirers of thine own poor state. But at least 
it shall not be said, that Philip Wynyard, who 
neyer sued in vain to a demoiselle of high 
degree, was spumed by the citizen's daughter I 
Mine, damsel, shalt thou be, in scorn, and 
hatred, if not in love. Thou hast had thy 
choice, and thou hast chosen ; never was knight 
more devoted to the noblest lady in the land, 
than I would have been devoted to thee, I 
would have been thy slave, but thou it seems 
preferest to be mine." 

*' Wretch 1" said the indignant Lucy, *' flatter 
not thyself with security in thy cruel design, I 
may yet find means by which to escape thy 
toils, and to the throne even of Elizabeth, will 
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i carry the tale of my wrongs ; this may be 
said for her, that her ear is ever open to 
the griefs of the meanest among her sub- 
jects r 

** Save, damsel I" said Sir Philip, •* they 
-chance to be suspected Papists, even like unto 
thyself!" 

*' Man, man !" returned the wretched Lucy, 
with a bitter despair in her accent, " alas, for 
the miserable days in which we live, there is 
a horrible truth in thy words, no justice indeed 
is to be found in this land for the children of 
its ancient faith. But there is a power yet 
superior to that of Elizabeth, a power to which 
she even must stand accountant I upon that 
power do I throw myself! man may be merci- 
less, but God is just !" 

There was something in the looks and tones 
jot Lucy that awed for the time, even the vain 
«nd profligate Sir Philip ; and with a simple 
annouAcement that together with a chamber 
adjoining to it, that apartment must be her 
N 6 
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prison, he withdrew, locking after him the door 
of the saloon. 

With the present threats and taunts of her 
oppressor, fled at once the heroism of Lucy, 
and she sunk upon the couch in tears. How 
long could she expect that this man whom she 
had so bitterly exasperated, would forbear the 
execution of his threats; and how could she 
hope to escape surrounded as she was by the 
ministers of his will ; committed to the especial 
charge of a woman, upon the nature of whose 
character she shuddered even to think. Escape 
was her only chance, oh, was escape impossible? 
Lucy dried her tears, her head ached, she was 
faint, and sick from very want of food, and 
remembering the advice of the kind Gilbert, in 
which he had reminded her of the need of 
supporting her strength, she approached the 
table, and took a small portion of a chicken, 
with a cup of wine. Her next care was to ex- 
amine the saloon, and the adjoining apartment, 
with the faint hope of finding some means of 
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escape. She drew back the curtains from a 
large window at the upper end of the saloon ; 
the garden scene which then presented itself 
was lovely beyond expression, the moon which 
still sailed high in the heavens, illumined with 
her sweet light all the variety of smooth lawn, 
and artificial lake, touching with the same 
silvery lines the rippling waters, and the droop- 
ing branches of the trees that overhung them, 
and were mirrored in their bright surface. 
The window in the saloon overlooked the 
stately terrace along which Lucy had been led 
by Gilbert : but alas, it was not only fiistened, 
but was too high above the terrace to permit 
her to entertain a thought of leaping from it. 
Lucy racked her invention for some means 
to overcome these obstacles. She wore on 
her finger a diamond ring, the first gift of 
Henry Willoiighton, the pledge of their love. 
Could she not cut out some of the glass^ and 
Ihen the framing between the ]>anes was not 
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thick, might she but indulge a hope of breaking 
away so much of it as would aflSord a space 
wide enough for her slender person to pass 
through.. Then indeed, there was the height 
of the window from the terrace, but the ad^ 
joining apartment might possibly affiord her the 
means of a safe descent. With renewed hope 
did Lucy enter that apartment, it was a bed 
chamber magnificently furnished, the ceiling 
painted with a representation of Diana and her 
nymphs, the walls hung, like those of the saloon, 
with Ught blue sUk, the curtains and canopy of 
the bed being of the same color, trimmed with 
a fringe of silver thread and white silk, the 
toilette was superb in its appointments, it was 
covered with fi^ne linen trimmed with lace, and 
the minor was silver. Meanwhile the snow 
white holland sheets caught Lucy's eye, knotted 
together, might they not enable her to descend 
safely from the window of the saloon ; or might 
not those of the bed chamber prove more ac- 
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cessible. Lucy to her great joy found that these 
were not fastened. That which she mounted 
was parallel with the great window in the 
saloon^ and consequently it likewise overlooked 
the terrace, the height from which she would 
have to descend was however greater in propor- 
tion to the relative height of the windows. 
Still with the assistance of the sheets, Lucy 
thought that she mi^rht venture on the descent, 
she found on securing them to a staple in the 
wall, that when thrown out of the window they 
failed by some six or eight feet, to reach the 
level of the terrace, but from that height she 
thought that she might well venture to drop ; 
for the chance of escape she would have risked 
a much greater danger. With a short, but 
fervent prayer did Lucy, having first securely 
fastened the sheets to the staple before named, 
slip by their assistance from the window. The 
violent friction scorched her hands so severely, 
that unable to bear the pain,, she in- 



276 LOBD BACBB) 

voluntarily, and at the risk of a serious injury, 
from a fall greater than she had contemplated, 
let go her hold, and was precipitated at once 
upon the terrace* Fortunately for Lucy, her 
courage and her endurance oi pain had sup- 
ported her till she had swung nearly to the 
whole length of the sheets, and though she 
fell prostrate upon the terrace, and severely 
grazed her elbow, she received, except a few 
bruises, no more important injury. Shaken by 
the fall, and for the time in very acute pain, 
she was unable to rise for a few minutes, but as 
she perfectly preserved her senses, she felt the 
necessity of immediate exertion ; and overcoming 
the faintness which she felt, she rose and passed 
as quickly as her pain would permit along the 
terrace. The motion speedily restored her 
wanted agility to Lucy, whose limbs had been 
slightly numbed by her fall, and having reached 
the 6nd of the terrace, she fled with rapidity 
along the garden walks in search of some out- 
let by which she might escape into the open 
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country. Such an outlet, however, she soon 
found was not very easily discovered. The 
poor girl was bewildered in an apparently in- 
extricable maze of grotesquely cut hedges, stiff 
flower beds, artificial lakes, grottos and foun- 
tains. For one anxious hour did she traverse 
the gardens, walking and running by turns, 
weeping in the agony of her terror, and repeat- 
edly after wandering through some apparently 
interminable labyrinth, arriving at the very 
spot from which she had set out. At length 
turning from one of these labyrinths into a long 
straight walk, overarched by a double row of 
tall elms, she thought that she perceived at its 
extremity the twinkling of a light. She knew 
that it could not proceed from the house, for in 
the immense extent of the gardens, she had left 
that far behind her in an opposite direction. 
She therefore indulged a hope that this light 
proceeded from some outbuilding near to the 
open road, or perhaps even from a cottage, on 
the borders of the grounds ; reanimated by this 
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hope, Lucy felt both her strength and courage 
return, and with an assured and rapid step, she 
hurried along the walk, whose length appeared 
almost interminable to her impatience; but 
still cheered by the friendly light shining at 
the end of the green vista. She had no time 
now to shrink and shudder as she had done so 
often, while wandering in those lonely gardens, 
fancying that the grisly form of some clipped 
holly, or fantastic yew, was that of a giant foe, 
with arms out stretched to arrest her on her 
course. On approaching the end of the walk, 
she perceived that the light issued from a 
window, in a small but somewhat gloomy look- 
ing square stone building ; this building was 
half grown over with ivy, and Lucy perceived 
at once that it appertained to the domain, and 
was probably used as a lodging place for the 
inferior class of the servants. The light which 
she had observed proceeded from a lower apart- 
ment of the building, and the window in which 
it was placed was thrown open. 
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She now advanced with considerable caution, 
for she caught the faint buzz of voices through 
the [open window ; as she approached more 
closely, she perceived some tall shrubs growing 
near it, among which she thought that she 
might conceal herself, and at once discover the 
speakers, and so far overhear their con versa* 
tion as to judge whether it related in any way 
to herself, or whether the persons conversing 
were such as she might venture to implore for 
assistance in her escape. At some little dis- 
tance from this building, she perceived a massive 
gateway surmounted by stags' heads, the cogni* 
zance of Sir Philip Wynyard. Cautiously did 
Lucy now steal among the shrubs, fearing even 
the sound of her own breath, or the light rust- 
ling of the wind among the leaves* But what 
was her horror, when in looking through the 
branches, she beheld lying on a pallet near the 
window, the form of the detestable Ralph 
Adams himself; he was conversing with a per- 
son who sat on a low stool near his couch, th^ 
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head of this person was tamed away ; but by the 

light of a lamp that stood upon a table near the 

pallet, Lucy perceived the glare of gratified 

malice that glistened in the eyes of Balph, and 

flushed his generally sallow cheek. The whole 

tenor of his conversation she could not catch, 

but the name of Henry Willoughtoa dwdt on 

with the intensity of hatred, more than once 

met her ear. The poor girl's heart sickened at 

the sound, what evils might not be preparing 

both for herself and that adored being, the 

beloved of her innocent soul; if the unutterably 

low, and malignant wretch before her, were 

permitted to have a voice in their fate. Nor 

were her terrors lessened, when on a slight 

movement of the person to whom Balph spoke, 

she obtained a glimpse of his features, and 

recognised those of Sir Philip Wynyard ; his 

face, like that of Adam's, was flushed, and 

remote as was the position of Lucy, she could 

perceive, as the light of the lamp played upon 

his countenance, the momentary knitting of his 
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browy and his teeth set firmly upou his nether 
lip. Again was the name of Henry Willough- 
ton repeated, and Lucy fancied that she beheld 
Sir Philip's brow grow even darker at that 
word. Her only thought now was, to escape 
from the dangerous Tieinity upon which she had 
so unwittingly obtruded. If the rustling of a 
leaf alarmed her even on her approach, to that 
building, how did she tremble at the sound of 
her own light movements, when she thus per- 
ceived that it sheltered the monster of ingrati- 
tude to whom she might impute all the perils 
of her situation. Most ardently did poor Lucy 
wish that she had not approached the fatal 
light, the will-o*-the-wisp as it had proved, 
which had only encreased her difficulties, for 
alas, there was no way to reach the garden 
/boundary but by passing the window of the 
apartment which contained her two direst foes ; 
one of whom was at the very moment, she 
might well surmise from the repetition of her 
lover's name, inciting the other to still greater 
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injustice towards herself. Should she steal 
back through the brake, and retracing her steps 
down the avenue of elms, endeavour to find 
some other boundary of the garden ? No, she 
shrunk in terror from that attempt, for she saw 
from the position of the apartment, that were 
Sir Philip to rise from his seat, he must inevi- 
tably perceive her if then passing down the 
avenue. There was nothing then, but a bold 
attempt to pass the window, for should she 
linger till day-break in the garden, her chance 
of flight would be no more, for it was pro- 
bable that Euphrasia, or some other of the 
female servants would then be sent to the 
apartment in which she had been confined. 
With a palpitating heart did Lucy steal from 
the friendly covert, fearing not only the rust- 
ling of of the leaves, but the very fall of the- 
lingering rain drops, which were swept from 
them by the passing breeze. One of the 
smooth, velvet-like lawns in which the garden 
abounded, lay beneath the window of the 
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chamber, occupied by Ralph. Could she but 
seize a moment when Sir Philip might again 
turn away his head, his miscreant associate was, 
she could see, too muclt occupied in venting his 
malevolence, and enjoying its effect, to turn his 
eyes a moment from the countenance of the 
knight ; and her light footsteps would not be 
heard upon the short, wet turf. The favorable 
moment arrived. Sir Philip again bent down 
his head to catch the words of Balph, for the 
present strength of the latter, was by no means- 
commensurate with his malice, and the writh- 
ings of pain had more than once distorted his 
features, while Lucy was stationed in the 
thicket, and his voice then sunk to a low and 
ineffective murmur. She had already crept to 
the very verge of the copse, and now stood 
within a few paces of the window, prepared, the 
moment that Sir Philip turned his head, to run 
past it. 

That moment she fondly conceived had now 
arrived, and fleetly, but noiselessly, she darted 
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from her place of concealment: her heart 
bounding at once with the fear of apprehen- 
sion, and the hope of eseape; but at that 
moment the short angry bark of a dog met her 
ears, and a small black terrier which had been 
lying unperceived by her within the sill, 
sprung from it upon the lawn below, and 
seized the dress of the heart-stricken fugitive 
between its teeth. Lucy had an instinctive 
terror of dogs, yet she retained sufficient com- 
mand over her feelings, a sense strong enough 
of the more imminent perils that threatened 
her, to suppress the scream that struggled for 
utterance in her throat. But her heroism was 
exerted in vain, the bark and action of the 
dog, had roused the attention both of Sir 
Philip and Balph, the former of whom caught 
a glimpse of Lucy's white garments as she 
fled past the window, and with a loud ma- 
lignant cry, warned Sir Philip of her attempted 
escape. The knight immediately leaped from 
the window ; it was in vain that Lucy, who 
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had now extricated herself from the dog^ at* 
tempted to fly, her trembling limbs refused to 
support her, and in another minute she found 
herself sinking in the grasp of Sir Philip, upon 
whose countenance she now witnessed the 
traces of a darker feeling than that of mere 
disappcHuted vanity. The poison of Balph 
Adams had worked its due effect, and unutter- 
able fears rose in the mind of the desolate 
Lucy, as she gazed up into the face of Sir 
Philip, stem with the violence of contending 
passions. Sir Philip was in some respects new 
to vice ; he had shared in the common profli- 
gacies of the young nobles of the day, but he 
had not till now ventured upon, or rather been 
provoked to, any act of very glaring immorality, 
or injustice. This, however, rose less perhaps 
from the absence of a very evil will in Sir 
Philip, than from the facility with which he 
had been hitherto able to gratify all his incli- 
nations. 

Vanity, not love, as we have already stated. 
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had led to his abduction of Lucy Feuton : it 
was vanity made him determine to press his 
suit upon the maiden, to whom he found that 
he was at least an object of indifference, and 
vanity now made him jealous of Henry Wil- 
loughton, who had been declared, by Ralph 
Adams to be the very idol of Lucy's heart. 
Sir Philip was resolved that the perverse 
maiden who could despise his devotion, should 
not indulge for another, the preference which 
she denied to him. It was due to his insulted 
vanity to make Lucy miserable, and accord- 
ingly, he forced her back to his dwelling, with 
little gentleness of manner, and less of words. 
" It seemeth, damsel I" he said, ^^ that with 
all thy preciseness, it was not in vain that an 
acknowledged Papist, and suspected traitor, 
pleaded for thy love, and that Master Henry 
Willoughton may even boast of signs and 
tokens, bestowed by the hand of the right 
modest Mistress Lucy Fenton. And as this 
same Papist, Willoughton, cometh of no mean 
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strain, tby folly and aBsurance can scarce per- 
suade thee, that he is move likely than myself 
to make the daughter of a mean citizen his 
wife r 

" Wretch, imworthy of the sank of which 
you make so yain a boast/' said the weeping 
Lucy, ^^ pollute not the name of Henry Wil- 
loughton with thine unhallowed breath. In 
his pride of birth, he would scorn to stoop to a 
mean or dishonorable action, where he loves, 
does he delight to honor, and proud was I in 
the hope of becoming his wife, for the love of 
such a noUe spirit, is a .thing to make a woman 
proud. Could thy vUe proffers ever have been 
in my heart balanced against the loyal affection 
of the noble Willoughtouj^ thy present conduct 
would fill my soul with hc^rror, and di^ust. 
Oh, little knowing of the female heart, when 
did Jiyranny, or cruelty, win a way to its affec- 
tions ?" 

'* 'Tis well, most insdient and obdurate 
maiden I" sud Sir Philips ^'sinee thou art to 

¥OL. I. o 
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fidthfol, 80 truly deroted to thy loYer, thoo 
ehalt have full time to meditate on hisperfec- 
tions, nor wiR I be so discomteoDs as to intnide 
my company too mnch on a maiden who has 
80 truly told me tiiat she likes it not; thou 
shalt have from me but one visit in the day ; 
thy churlidmess will not snre deny to thine 
entertainer an interview to inquire how 90 
Sedr a guest likes her entertainment And for 
this Willoughton, we shall see to him: the 
man has dwelt much abroad, and the country 
is but too full of the spies of foreign Papists, 
intent, the ministers of her grace do not doubt, 
upon some fell design against her sacred life* 
What know we but that there is such a spy 
in this WSloughton. A word to Cecil w'Hi 
arm his penetration, or rouse the ever watchful 
loyalty of the trusty Walsingham; to their 
notice, gentle damsel, will I forthwith com- 
mend thy friend, this highly vaunted Wil- 
loughton I" 
-^Barbarian !" said Lucy, who was stung to 
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agony by this concluding threat '^ Ah I ex^ 
ercise what cruelty thou wilt on me, but 
destroy not withy thy base and false insinuations, 
one of the best and bravest gentlemen who ever 
graced a christian land I" 

^ Surely thy pleadings in his favor, shall 
win for him a bountiful portion of grace, sweet 
maiden !" said Sir Philip bitterly. 

Having now reached the house, he rudely 
thrust Lucy into a small, aad meanly fur- 
nished room, and tauntingly bidding her exert 
her ingenuity on a new escape, withdrew, lock- 
ing the door after him. But an escape, had 
the desolate girl had the spirit to attempt it, 
would have been impossible, for the only 
window of the apartment was grated. She 
was not left long to indulge her melancholy 
reflections, the door opened, and a grey-headed 
servitor of Sir Philip presented himself; in 
one hand he bore a lamp, and in the other a 
bunch of keys* Unlike « the kind-hearted 
Gilbert, the appearance of this man was 
o 3 
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starched, sour, and pnritanteaL His lank hair 
was combed straight over his forehead, the 
blue and tawny liTeries of Sir Philip, were 
worn by him with <dl possible primness, and 
his whining tone, and downcast eyes, at once 
bespoke him one of the most zealous of the 
reformers. With considerable asperity he 
bade Lucy follow him^ ibr he had been told 
that the girl was a Papist, and he thought the 
roof of his master endangered by sheltering 
one of that abhorred creed, even though it 
was as a hardly used prisoner. With tottering 
limbs and a sinking heart she rose to obey 
him ; thsough many a -stately gallery and ob* 
«cure passage did he lead her, till they arrived 
at the foot of a flight of narrow winding stone 
stairs. At the summit of this staircase the 
•servant paused, aod unlocking a door, thickly 
barred ^and studded with iron, iie dificovered a 
small circttladr cell, built in one of those fan- 
tastic turrets of the mansion, which seemed, 
from their profuseness of strange ornaments. 
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Tv'Iien seen from the exterior, to be designed 
rather for show than use. The girl shrunk 
back as Clement, the old servant, bade her 
enter this dreary apartment, but he, observing 
her reluctance, seized her roughly by the arm, 
pushed ber dawn a couple of stone steps at 
the entrance, and immediately withdrew, 
mingling his more than muttered execrations 
against all Papists and idolaters, whether male 
or female, with the harsh sound of the grating 
bolts, and ponderous key, which confined the 
poor prisoner to that dismal ceU. As the last 
footsteps of her merciless jailer died upon the 
staircase, in spite of bruises and fatigue, the 
unhappy Lucy raised herself on her elbow to 
survey her new prison. 

The grey melancholy iigbt of the early morn- 
ing, pouring through the bars of the single 
grated window^ displayed all the dreariness of 
her miserable room. She perceived at once 
that were she long confined there, «he might 
look for death as a sure release from her woes ; 
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for delicately nurtured as she had been, she 
felt that she could not live in such an abode. 
The Btone walls were not only green with 
moisture, but in many places she could sweep 
the humid drops from them with her hand. 
The window being partly open, the keen mom7 
ing wind whistled between the massive bars,, 
and chilled the frame of the captive, already 
sinking under suffering and fatigue ; the only 
furniture of the cell, consisted in a heap of 
straw intended probably for the prisoner's bed^ 
and a joint stool, upon climbing which, Lucy 
was enabled to gain a glimpse of the gardens, 
and the country beyond. In the now fast 
encreasing light, she perceived at some little 
distance the ivy clad towers of some venerable 
building, embosomed in trees ; this was in fact 
the royal palace of Eltham. Immediately 
beneath the turret in which Lucy was confined, 
an embankment of soft turf shelved from one 
of the stately terraces that decorated the garden,, 
and spread into a spacious lawn,- dotted here 
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and there by a statue, or the more grotesque 
form of some tall holly, or hawthorn^ clipped 
and cut into a strange, uncouth resemblance of 
the human figure, this lawn was terminated by 
an artificial lake. The sunbeams bad now 
pierced through the grey clouds, and tipped 
with a golden red the distant towers of the 
palace, while more near, they dispelled the blue 
mist that hung over the garden, darted in long 
lines of light between the branches of the tall 
trees, as they waved gently in the morning 
gale, and tinted the rippling bosom of the lake 
with a thousand magical colorings ; while the 
birds began their gay song, fluttering, in sad 
contrast to her state, past the window of the 
hapless prisoner. She looked at the poor 
warblers, and the contrast was too bitter, she 
could scarcely believe her own identity, she 
who had been so cherished, so beloved ; where 
was her cousin Gertrude, her father, her uncle, 
and he, even dearer than them all ; oh, what 
agony would be theirs could they behold her 
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desolate condition, what agonj was theirs in 
their horrible uncertainty as to her fate. Was 
she to die in that dreadful prison, the victim of 
Sir Philip's mean vanity, and yet meaner 
revenge. Or did he, she shuddered at the 
thought, reserve her &r a yet worse fate. 
** But that," murmured Lucy, ** shall never, 
never be, sooner should my own hand terminate 
my wretched life I Gertrude, dear Gertrude, 
how often has she smiled at my irresolution, at 
my fearB, yet she may find if ever she obtain a 
knowledge of her poor cousin's wretched fate, 
that it was not in vain I was associated with 
her noble spirit,, that I, like herself, could dare 
death, rather than shame I" 

Where too was Euphrasia ? that strange 
mysterious being whose language and manner, 
had at first filled her with alarm ; oh, it would 
have been now a blessing to look upon her face, 
fraught as its beauty was, with the wild and 
terrible secrets of its possessor's passions. Yet 
still it was a woman's face, and to look upon, a 
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woman's face would have been to Lucy a 
heavenly comfort now, she could have clung in 
the destituticm of her soul, to the fearful 
Euphrasia, as though she had been the cherished 
master, the fiiend, who had loved her from her 
birth. 

Euphrasia, however, came not, the trembling 
limbs of Lucy wotdd no longer support her at 
the window, and alike exhausted in bbdy and 
in mind, fiunt, bruised, weary, and broken- 
hearted, 49he sunk upon her couch of straw to 
weep. 



O 5 
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CHAPTER VIL 



We hare scotched iEe makci not killed it, 
Shell close and be herself, while our poor malice 
Remains m danger of her former tooth ! 

Sbaksspeabs, 



Pass vfe from the miiserable prison of the 
humble, and unhappy Lucy Fenton, to an 
apartment royally furnished in the palace of 
Whitehall. It was^ a pleasant, as well as a 
stately room, there was an air of lightness in 
the rich tracery of the many mullloned windows, 
and the somewhat fantastic, but profuse car- 
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vings of the oak cornices. The windowe too 
were large, lofty^ and numerous, and there was 
a cheerful look in the smooth bowling green, 
the banks of turf, and trim cut hedges of the 
garden which stretched before them. The 
hangings were wrought with the adventures of 
£ing Arthur, the colors were of the most viyid 
and beautiful description, and the dresses of the 
figures, occasionally shot with silk and gold 
thread. At the upper end of this room was a 
sui>erb canopy of crimson yelvet, richly fringed 
with gold, and extending over a raised platform 
covered with a fine footqloth of scarlet, and 
supporting a chair of state, the cushion of 
which was of crimson velvet, the arms and leg& 
elaborately carved and gilt, and the back, which 
like the ciishion was of crimson velvet, richly 
embroidered with the Engli^ arms. In this 
chair sat Queen Elizabeth. She was superbly 
attired in an enormous hoop farthingale of 
doth of silver, a huge ruff encircled her throat, 
and she wore a carcanet, and stomacher of 
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duuDondB, her mantle wm of wkite printed 
satin, with a long train, lined with loee ooloied 
tafiata, and trimmed round with jank topaz 
buttons. Upon her head ahe wore a amall 
circlet of emeralds, from lAioh depended a 
long veil of silTer tissue, fidling over her 
shoulders. 

Near to the Queen's chair stood a table 
covered, like the platform, with scailet doth, 
other chairs less richly ornamented were on^ 
either side of it, but one only was at present 
occupied*. The fine features, and rich attire of 
the person, at once denoted the Earl of Lfeice&- 
ter ; his countenance, however, bore at that 
moment an impression, not only of tiiought, 
but of absolute anxiety, and bis eye, though* 
he spoke not, was often bent upon the Queen 
with a look of impatience lurking in every 
glance. This passed unnoticed on the part of 
Elizabeth, who sat with her hands resting on 
her knee, her eyes cast down, and an expression 
of discontent very visible in her countenance. 



OF OlLSLAim; 80 1 

At length wearied by her silence, Leicester 
spoke. 

'^ Would it please your grace to act upon 
these well grounded suspicions?'* 

*^ It would please us, ^* said Elizabeth an^ 
grily,. ^^ to be allowed one day of peace ; God 
wot> we know not which is the most irksome, 
the cares of our counsellors for our person, 
who would fain make us prisoners in our own 
palace, or such villain attempts as that of yes- 
terday I when a real danger threatened us, and 
these same trusty counsellors stood by to let 
the traitor's bullet find a lodging in our breast I" 

^* And your Grace will not summon the 
Dacre to your court? — I have good- reason to 
believe that he has been, ia London^ and your 
highness cannot require to be told, that he un-^ 
duly favors the cause of the Queen of Scots !" 

At those words^ a flush spread suddenly over 
the brow of Elizabeth, and rising from her 
seat, she stamped her foot violently on the plat- 
form. *' Never ! never !" she cried in a tone 
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of mingled grief and anger, ^' never are we 
to know peace, while that wretched woman 
lives! Oh, that she had died of the fever 
which seized her at Jedburgh, or that long 
before, the dark waves had swept over her, on 
her return to^ the land of her birth! Alas, alas, 
but for her, might we not reign beloved in the 
hearts of our subjects, but her name has put 
rancour in the cup of their loyalty, and turned 
the swords which should defend their sovereign^ 
to traitor daggers that would pierce her heart !" 
. ^^ I marvel most P said Leicester in a low 
and cautious tone, a» though he feared the 
effect of his own words upon JSlizabeth, ^^ I 
marvel most that your majesty should suffer 
your merciful hearty U> combat the dictates of 
your most ludd judgment. These perpetual 
anxieties had been ended long ago, would your 
Grace but have hearkened to the advice of the 
most faithful among your servants !" 

^* Fiuthful servants P said Elizabeth passion* 
ately, " aye, could I boast of such servants as* 
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the Queen of Scots has ever bad the art, or 
the good fortune to obtain, my carea had 
mdeed been ended long ago ; but I forsooth^ 
have only in my service a pack of squeamish, 
self-seeking feUows, more prompt to annoy 
their mistress with the whispers of their own 
cowardly apprehensiona^ than to free her by » 
loyal interference of their own, from an absolute 
danger I Could you but commend me to suck 
a servant, then, Leicester^ thou wert indeed a 
worthy counsellor f' 

The eyes of the favorite sunk under the 
searching look with which theQueen accompanied 
these words ; and there was a certain hesita* 
tion in the tone of bis reply. 

f* Were your Msyesty true to the more stern 
and royal portion of your nature, ill would it 
be, if there were a slackening of zedl in your 
servants ; but who shall dare to obey those 
commands issued one hour, under the influence 
of your wiadom, when they are in^ the next^ 
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recalled, and censured, hj the softness of your 
keart I" 

A smile of bitter scorn curled the lip of 
Elizabeth, as the Earl thus spoke : and in a 
voice of fierce derision she replied — 

** Oh soft heart 1 to which we have indeed 
yielded too much; and wise counsellors, who 
would thrust our hand into the scorpion's nest^ 
where they will not venture their own; be- 
think you^ gracious lord, if the heart of Eliza- 
beth Tudor have indeed so much of womanish 
softness, well may it recoil from the hard task 
which such severe and just counsellors as your- 
iself^ are so- eager to propose: wouldst have our 
maiden hand suffused in the blood of a kins- 
woman, and a sister queen, our name blurred 
with the stain of treachery? Oh they are 
right loyal counsellors who will not spare us 
such extremes as these?' 

At this moment entered Lord Burleigh and 
^r] Francis Walsingham: their looks were 



grave^ afid they seated themselves in silence at 
the council table : their appearance gave a 
new impetus to the violence of the Queen. 

*' 'Tis well, sirs I" she said, " you have 
come : what is the new tale of danger to be 
apprehended, and disgrace that we must 
incur ?" 

^' Alas, gracious sovereign P' answered Lord 
Burleigh, " we have indeed to report the con^- 
firmation of those ill tidings which our noble 
colleague of Leicester has this morning con- 
veyed to your most royal ear» There is a 
hurrying to and fro, and meetings of armed 
men, and long and late discussion in the 
northern counties : it were well that your 
majesty summoned hither at once* those audar 
cious spirits^ Northumberland, and. Westmore* 
land : long have we perceived that those bold 
lords fretted in the rein of your grace's go- 
vernment. It were well that you called them 
at once into your presence I" 

^ Northumberland 1 Westmoreland I DacreL'' 
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aaid Elizabeth : '^ have ye no more to name, 
mj lords — no more of the noble and powerful 
of our own fair land, who have been won from 
their fealty to the daughter of King Henry, 
by the fatal witcheries of Mary Stewart ?" 

*^ Alas, madam T said Walsinghanu '^ we 
fear that the restless partisans of your cousin 
are in yet another quarter, seeking to destroy 
your peace : this reliquary," and he produced, 
as he spoke, a silver crucifix, with an opening 
at the back^ ^' this reliquary did an emissary 
of my Lord of Leicester find by accident last 
sight, a scroll in cipher was concealed within 
it, and this scroll contained hints of an at* 
tempt to be made upon your royal life; no 
pains will your Mthful servants spare that may 
suffice to detect these conspirators. But you, 
madam, are in error-why persist in stiU 
stretching out your anointed hand to shelter 
the godless from her doom I" 

^^ Thou art somewhat too bold, sir coun- 
sellor," said Elizabeth, ^^ to talk thus of error 
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to thy Bovereign. Error I we know not when 
we are in error, save when we yield our own 
good judgment I Heaven be witness we pro* 
fited by thy advice, and that of our sage Cecil,, 
when we yielded so much to accommodate the 
precise consciences of John Calvin's sons I 
See you not, my lords, that these meddlers in 
43hurch matters would, were we once to remove 
the rein from their necks, and the bit from, 
their mouths, chaffisr no less with the afiairs 
of state ? They are swelled, and bloated like 
the loathsome toad, and the poison which puffs 
them up is self conceit t and woe to those who 
iahall succeed us in the royal seat, if they slack 
the bridle, in dealing with the new religionists I 
for whose insolence we may chiefly thank our 
advisers." 

" Will it please your grace," said Cecil, 
coldly, ^^to slack the bridle for the Papists 
instead, to let the two bold Earls brave it to 
your face, among their rude retainers ; and 
turn a deaf ear to the news, that that most 
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suspected traitor, Leonard Dacre, has beeit 
seen hovering within verge even of your royal 
court r 

** It would please us," said Elizabeth, " to 
be more wary, than suspicious, and safe, rather 
than severe: summon hither, if ye will, the two 
proud Earls, we would have them know that 
we who spare, can also strike. And for the 
captive of Tutbury I oh, my lords, my lords, 
there is indeed' a deep wisdom in your councils 
where that captive is concerned I Is there not 
a mighty one above us, in whose hand, the 
lives of kings and princes are as chaff ? Who 
shall say " this wiU we do to-morrow I" when 
lo^ we are in his hand, and ere to-morrow we 
may cease to be — swept from existence at 
His word, like a grain of dry sand into the 
surging sea— like the red leaf whirling from 
the autumn bough! And should our own 
existence hap to be thus .numbered with the 
things that are no more, and Mary of Scotland 
live even to. ascend our throne, ill might it not 
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then fare with our trustj counsellors? who may 
say how they would rank in the esteem of 
Queen Mary ? Oh, full of prudence, my lords^ 
is your adyice, what pity that it is not as 
prompt to execute, as it is to plan I^ 

The keen« blue eyes of Elizabeth wandered 
while she spoke thus, from face to face of her 
companions, and settled at last upon the coun- 
tenance of Walsingham. But that adept in 
hypocrisy did not flinch to encounter evjen that 
blighting, sarcastic gaze. 

'* Policy, madam 1" he quietly answered, " is 
most patient : does the hunter stretch forth 
his hand to strike, when the lion is only half 
entrammelled in his toils? but iet him be 
once encircled in those strict toils, and vain 
are all his endeavors to escape ; who would 
fling a snare, whose strength he has not 
proved, over the head of the monarch of the 

wild r 

" Right, right, my good, my trusty Walsing- 
ham,'' said Elizabeth sinking back in her chair 



310 LORD DAC&E, 

with daaped hands, while an encreased glow of 
complexion wae Tisible even through her paint, 
and with a kind of hysterical exultation in her 
voice. ** Right, my trusty Walsingham, the 
toils must be strong, yes strong and well 
tipread; we will have all the traitors in our 
power, all I And in the mean time, oh, what 
need to talk of violence, we would not counsel 
it, but there are ways, my faithful friends ; a 
damp, cold, lodging might do much, a stint 
alike of courtesy and food, and aggregate of 
those small evils that wear out heart and life 
together. Search thy keen wits, Walsingham, 
think how many of such evils thou canst heap on 
one poor head. Good lords, we need not sum- 
mon axe, or dagger, to our aid T' 

*' Your Grace's commands shall be in all 
obeyed!" said Walsingham. 

*^ Yes, my commands I** returned the Queen, 
leaning forwards, while a fearful and doubtful 
smile played upon her lip, which had become 
suddenly pale, and contrasted frightfully with 
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the false bloom that stained her cheek. '' Yes, 
my commands I but I command no violencey 
lione, Walsingham, none : it were uncourteoua 
to a sister Queen, and one too^ who sought our 
protection]" Elizabeth paused for a moment^ 
and then resumed with more composure^ " The 
Dacre you believe to be in London." 
. *' Aye, madam I" answered Cecil 

** Let him be summoned to our court anon," 
said Elizabeth. ^' The man is one whom we 
like, and do not like : oh, he were a brave, a 
worthy subject, were his heart once set to the 
tune of a just loyalty, but he is even, we fear, 
one of those impatient dreamers, who will not 
take state affairs as they find them, but must 
ever think and govern for themselves, and 
make, and meddle with a prince's right. Yet 
would we give the best jewd of our crown to 
make the Dacre our true servant 1" 

** I fear me, most gracious sovereign, that 
were a vain hope !" said Cecil. " Leonard 
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Dacre is a man, who iiaiviiig (mce cbosen a 
cauee^ is most like to abide hy tbat canse -even 
unto deatli I" 

'^ And death let him meet, who will obsti- 
nately abide hj an evil canse !** returned Eliza- 
beth sternly. 

'' It were vain, I apprehend, to snmmott the 
Dacre hither,'' said Leicester^ who with his 
arms folded upon his breast, had sat till now 
silently listening to the discussioBy '^ were it he 
whom I suspect visited the city only two 
night's ^ince^he has already withdrawn from 

itr 

^ That trusty informant, my lord," said 
Burleigh, ''whom you sent this morning to 
my dwelliDC]^ wkh the whisper that Dacre was 
in London, told s<»newhat too of his lodging 
in the house of one Harding, a mercer of 
Grass Street, and a suspected Papist. Now 
Harding, if we mistake not, is the name of 
the damsel who yesterday saved the life of her 
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Grace* It were well to leam if she be con- 
pected with this Harding o£ Orass Street We 
marvel that my Lord of Leicester has not 
entertained such a suspicion?" 

It was not in yain that Burleigh bent his 
searching eyes upon the countenance of Lord 
Leicester, the latter was evidently somewhat 
disconcerted by his gaze ; and Elizabeth, ever 
prompt in suspicion, and jealous to a point of 
ridicule, where her fitvorite was concerned, did 
not fidl to remember the extreme beauty of tiie 
girl who was now mentioned, and to couple that 
reifiembrance with the confusion of Leicester, 
Her eyes shot fire, and violently ringing a 
silver bell that stood beside her, she bade the 
gentleman in waiting, summon the damsel 
Gertrude Harding, immediately to her pre- 
sence, 

Leicester mentally cursed his own folly and 
idleness, which had entrusted his spy and in- 
formant to the questioning of the crafty Bur- 
leigh ; he made an attempt to extricate himself 

VOL. I. p 



314 1.0BD BACBB, 

from the snare into which he had been led by 
his own carelessness. 

** We must hear with caution, my lord, and 
take with some exceptions, the report of that 
person whom I this morning sent to you, I 
would not diarge the man Harding as a Papist 
on her word, and for his connexion with the 
damsel Gertrude, if such exists, I knew not of 
it." 

*' 'Tis a pity T answered Burleigh dryly, 
'^ that the noble earl chooses confidants in 
whom he can place so little faith T 

^^ We cannot infuse into the mean lurcher 
the spirit of the noble hound," answered 
Leicester, ^' yet is the crouching, cringing 
animal of use, so that we neither value, nor 
trust him beyond his worth T 

'^ Tis well said, Leicester I" exclaimed 
Elizabeth, who was still eager to exonerate her 
favorite even from her own suspicions. 

Burleigh perceived his rival's advantage and 
observed, 

^^ I can tell you, my lord, that the maid is 
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indeed the daughter of that suspected Papist, 
from her own lips did I hear so moch, when by 
chance she fell yesterday in my way, in an 
interview which she had with our gallant am- 
bassador, Yitdli, in which interview 1 would 
iain believe that there lurked no more than 
its apparent meaning. But the damsel id cun« 
ningy and whatever might be her real errand, 
she appeared as no other than the disposer of 
her father's wares I" 

*^ Say rather, my lord/' said Lrieester, '^ that 
she is simple, her manner might well elude 
your penetration if she had reaUy nothing to 
conceal.'^ 

'^ You are as eager, my lord,'' retorted Bur- 
leigh, ^' to defend this maiden with your tongue, 
as you would have been to interfere in jGAvor of 
her, whom but two nights since we heard 
screaming from the calnn of a fishing boat on 
the river ; 'tis pity as I then told you, that the 
days of knight errantry should be past. But I, 
who am not so chivalrous, c(mfess that I like 
p 3 
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ztot the foreigner Vitelli, and I hope be may 
bave no other errand than he avows, or that the 
naid may be as innocent as she seems. Let 
her Majesty deign to question her of her errand 
to the Italian, and of Leonard Dacre^ something 
may we perhaps elicit from her surprise I*' 

" We will do so I" said the Queen, who had 
fallen into a musing attitude, with her eyes 
fixed suspiciously on Leicester;' who had on 
his part now succeeded in assuming an air of 
atter unconcern. 

At this moment the damsel was ushered into 
the royal presence ; the effects of a night of 
anxiety and pain, were visible in her pale 
features, and spiritless air; she wore her 
Wounded wrist in a sling, and advanced towards 
the Queen with a tottering step ; the united 
effect of bodily weakness, and of a terror which 
the unusual circumstances in which she was 
placed, excited even in her powerful mind^ 
She sank upon one knee as she approached the 
royal chair, and remained in that attitude 
awaiting the questions of Elizabethr Even ut 
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'flat 0hort space of time which it occupied for 
Grertrade to cross the presence chamber, the 
Queen had worked herself into a frenzy of rage 
and jealousy, wherefore should Cecil doubt, 
why did he suspect a poor, insignificant girl, if 
he had not some cause for suspicion ; and the 
confusion too of Leicester, had he a wish to 
screen the damsel? The veins of Elizabeth's 
neck swelled, and fire seemed darting from her 
eyes as she fiercely exclaimed. 

^* Wench I what hadst thou to do with visit* 
ing the foreigner, Vitelli ?" 

Gertrude was suffering under bodily indis* 
positioa, and how much effect has the poor 
frail body on the imperishable mind, how does 
the mind stoop to the body's weakness? The 
question, so sudden and unexpected, had the 
effect which Burleigh had anticipated, and the 
start of the damsel, though slight, was suffici- 
ently perceptible. She briefly however re- 
gained her self-possession, and submissively 

answered, that she had approached the noble 
foreigner, to pray him to purchase some trifles 
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of her fittber. Bat EHzabeth had seen the 
maiden start, and her fury strengthened with 
her suspicions, she sprang like a maniac from 
her seat, and alike heedless, and unconscious 
of what pain she might inflict, she seized the 
girl, as it chaaced, by her lacerated wrist, and 
dragged her to her feet Elizabeth was a 
powerful woman, and the citizen's daughter 
was as an infant in her grasp. The Queen 
straggled for utterance in her rage, but it at 
last found words. 

^^ Insolent minion, what else was thine 
errand?" 

The pain of her wounded wrist, so rudely 
grasped, forced inyoluntary tears to Grertrude's 
eyes, but her mind recovered its tone from 
the very exigency of the occasion, and she 
replied firmly that it was on accoimt of her 
father's trade that she had visited YitellL 

*^ Aye, false wench !" exclaimed Elizabeth, 
*^ and on another errand too. Tell me this 
moment, was there not some traitor larking in 
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the dweUing of thy father, for whom thou 
didst convey a message to the Italian ?" 

^^ Madam T replied Gertrude, " I can only 
repeat what your Migesty already knows i" 

" Worm] dost thou dare to tri^e with Eliza- 
beth ? Answer at once, and to the purpose, 
or thy miserable /life shall not be worth an 
hour's purchasei" 

As she spoke, the queen raised her clenched 
hand, and in a transport of ungovernable rage, 
struck the ^rl so violendy on the mouth, that 
the blood streamed from her lips. But she 
had for once to deal with a spirit, whieh though 
less fierce, was no less unconquerable than her 
own; and though choking with the blood 
that filled her mouth, half fainting with the 
agony of her wrist, from which the Queen 
had torn the bandage, Gertrude, as she sunk 
corporally powerless at her feet, repeated with 
firmness her former assertion. 

<< Minion, we have racks shall force the 
truth from thee !" shrieked the enraged Eliza- ^ 
betiL 
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^' And racks, madam, will extort no more 
from my lips!" answered Gertrude, '^thaC 
courage which could 4are the buUet of the 
assassin, would I doubt not support me under 
the torments of the rack I" 

'^ Dost thou boast of thj poor service ? and 
dare to bandy threats with thy sovereign?" 
said Elizabeth, again seizing the maiden, and 
shaking her violently. 

'' I boast only of my courage, of which I 
may be in ail modesty a judge !" answered 
Gertrude ; but the fury of the Queen per- 
mitted her no more replies ; promising with an 
oath, that-she would test that boasted courage, 
fihe flung the damsel from her with such vio- 
lence, that her head coming in contact with 
the foot of one of the massive chairs below 
the platform, she received so severe a contusion, 
that she lay senseless on the floor. 

None of those present, if they had even 

possessed the inclination, would have dared to 

interfere during this scene, which extraordinary 
AS it might be^ was not without an example 
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iiifthe eoart of Queen Elizabeth, whose maids 
of honour were by no means unused to feel 
the weight of her hands. 

Perceiving that Gertrude did not move, and 
that her bright golden hair was saturated with 
blood, the Queen summoned her attendants^ 
with somewhat less of fury in her manner, and 
as the girl, was by her orders borne out of the 
room, and she glanced upon her wounded wrist, 
she muttered, as if for once partly ashamed of 
her violence. 

*' A bitter contumacious spirit, a depositary 
we do not doubt, of malignant secrets ; certes, 
we question whether it would not even hold 
out against the rack !" 

Lord Burleigh and Walsingham had wit- 
nessed the foregoing scene, with unmoved 
countenances, save that once a furtive smile had 
played momentarily on their lips, as their eyes 
met, after a glance which each had cast upon 
Lord Leicester. That nobleman seemed to 
lack upon the occasion, something of his accus* 
P 5 
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tomed self-posBession : when the hand of the 
Queen descended on Grerirude's face, a slight 
flush was visible on that of the Earl, and he 
bit his lip as if some expostulation were strug- 
gling for utterance; again, when in the last 
paroxysm of her rage, she hurled the maiden 
to the ground, he half started from his chair, as 
if to save her from the fall ; the eye of Cecil 
was however bent upon him, and recalled, by 
that subtle glance, to recollection — ^Leicester 
reseated himself, with an assumption at least, of 
composure. 

" Heaven and earth, my lord!" said Eliza- 
beth, addressing Burleigh, '^ this world of ours 
doth improve apace, the substance of the Lon* 
doners is grown too fat, that their tongues wag 
so saucily, how must our government have 
lacked policy, that this little wench of a citizen, 
dares brave our mandates to our teeth, and 
palter with the truth, and play the cozener 
with Elizabeth ! Your council, my good Bur- 
leigh, how shall we deal with this obdurate 
spirit; shall we even resign it to the strong arm 
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of the law, to the rack and to the dungeon ; or 
in pity to the offender's youth, and gracious 
recollection of her sometime service, test her 
fealty with more gentle questioning?" 

** Ever sagadous and merciful I answered 
Cecil, ^' we cannot doubt that the maiden will 
be subdued by a leniency for which she has so 
little reason to hope. There is indeed I doubt 
an obstinacy in her temper, which wiU defy 
severity however wholesome, but which will yet 
melt to the voice of kindness, as the snow- 
wreath vanishes in the sunbeam !" 

*^ And what thinks my Lord of Leicester?*' 
enquired the Queen, fixing her eyes with a gaze 
of malicious triumph on the countenance of 
that nobleman, ^' how would his wisdom 
council our dealing with this wayward maiden !" 

Whatever ought have been the feelings of 
the earl upon this occasion, he had now brought 
them under due control, and with a steady 
voice and countenance, he replied, ^' That it 
was not for him to offer counsel in a matter, 
where a line of conduct had been proposed. 
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which waB at once eanctiooed by the wisdom ef 
her Grace, and of Lord Burleigh, yet did he 
hazard a word upon the subject, he would thea 
say that some show of sternness should be 
mingled with the royal marcy, for the taming 
of so haughty a spirit as the damsel had 
evinced !" 

^' jyfow dost thou fail in thy duty as knight* 
errant?" said Elizabeth with a bitter sneer, 
<< when did gende knight, counsd sternness 
towards a gentle maid 7" 

To this the earl made no reply, and the 
Queen dropt the conversation, by demanding 
with asperity of Cecil, if the offenders in the 
Chepe had been yet discov^ed ; and when in- 
formed that th^ had not, she burst into a 
storm of vituperation, -swearing that she had 
nought but drones and sluggards in her service. 
^' And this matter of the reliquary P she said 
turning to Leicester, '^ could not thy dainty 
emissary discover with the bauble, some traee 
of the traitor to whom it bdonged.?^ 
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*^ Some trace of that traitor we hope that we 
have already obtained I" answered Leicester^ 

*^ Aye, said Walsingham, while that ambi" 
guoQS smile which is so painful to behold, 
passed for a moment over hie features, and 
illuminated them, as the brief lightning illu- 
mines the surface of the stormy sky, only to 
show the depth and blackness of its gloom : 
such wa» the smile of Walsin^^ham as he an- 
swered — 

'' Aye, we have indeed a sure clue to that 
traitor, coiled not in our snare, but in his own ; 
as surely as time shall be, shall it work the 
downfall, madam, of your enemies !" 

^' And so much do I suspect/' said Burleigh, 
^' that the Italian Yitelli is of their number, 
that in sooth he shall find that English cheer is 
cold I" 

^^ 'Tis well, my lords I" said Elizabeth, rising 
from the council table, '^ we release you for the 
time from your attendance, we have a banquet, 
and a masque to-night, and shall then expect 
you in our presence !" 
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As she said these words, the Queen had her 
hand upon the door of her closet, as if about 
immediately to retire, then hesitating, she 
turned back for a step or two, and Leicester^ 
who imagined that she would speak with him, 
was in a moment at her side, but she waved 
him away with an air of disdain, which she did 
not often assume towards her spoiled favourite. 
The Earl immediately drew back with an ex- 
pression of indignation on his countenance, not 
less tiian that evinced by the Queen ; he could 
venture to be offended even with the imperious 
Elizabeth, whose extravagant, and blind attach- 
ment to himself, would he knew, eventually 
overpower her anger. She now beckoned for- 
wards Sir Francis Walsingham, and pressing 
her hand upon his arm, while her eyes glared 
fiercely in his face, from beneath her contracted 
brow, she exclaimed in a low tone, ^ Re- 
member 1 remember my Walsingham, my 
faithM Walsingham ! the prisoner, the sacred 
prisoner, I whose life we hold so dear ! remember 
our commands T 
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The lips of the wily statesman still moved in 
reply, when the door of her chamber closed 
upon the queen, and he found himself alone 
with his colleagues. 

The room into which Elizabeth had retreated, 
was the one where she was accustomed to pass 
the hours which she devoted to reflection, and' to 
those pursuits of learning^ in which she greatly 
excelled. The deep, oriel window overlooked 
the most retired part of the palace gardens, 
where none were permitted to walk without 
her especial permission. The walls of this 
apartment, like those of the Cotmeil Chamber, 
were hung with tapestry, the floor was covered 
with rich carpets, the chairs had soft cushions ; 
but there were as many arrangements for study 
as for comfort, long shelves were loaded with 
ponderous tomes, written not only in French, 
Spanish, and Italian, but in Greek, and Latin ; 
with all those languages was Elizabeth conver- 
sant. On the table were writing materials, 
and a pile of slips of parchment, stitched 
neatly together, and closely written in Eliza- 
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beth's own hand, with the notes and observa- 
tions made in the course of her studies. In a 
eomer of that room too, were her virginals, her 
favorite instrument, and a Spanish lute, upon 
which she also played, lay upon the table. It 
may be observed, that opposite to the virginals, 
and supported on bronze brackets, stood a rich 
cabinet of ebony, inlaid with mother-of-pearL 
In this cabinet, the Queen was in the habit of 
keeping those little articles which are the 
treasures of the heart, valued more for some 
cherished remembrance which is attached to 
them, than for their intrinsic worth. There 
too she kept the most important of her letters, 
whether from friend or foe^ 

An open volume, from whk^h Elizabeth had 
been reading in the morning, lay upon the 
table ; but her mind was now intent upon no 
purposes of study. She was alone t alone I 
no need to mask her features with an appear- 
ance of composure, to hide the inward strug- 
gles (^ her heart. With clasped hands she 
paced to and fro, and who shaU define the 
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thoughts which, chasing each other across that 
powerfiil mind, traced their fearful character on 
the agitated muscles of her face. More than 
once a sigh, a .toarless, bitter sigh, broke from 
the bosom of the Queen. Then with a hasty 
step, she approched the cabinet before named, 
and unclosing it, took a miniature from a re- 
cess : never did the painter'^s art peeserve more 
lovely lineaments from oblivion, ^an those re- 
presented in that portrait ; yet as .if .it had 
been an object of horror, rather than delight, 
.the Queen, after bestowing on it one hasty 
<glance, thrust it into a dark comer of the 
cabinet. Then, after a few minutes search^ she 
drew forth a ehxystal box, and opening it, by 
turns took out, and held to the light, two more 
miniatures, which it contained. Elizabeth's 
proud eye sparkled, and her heart throbbed 
as she looked upon the first of j;hese portraits, 
she loved to remind herself that she was the 
daughter of King Henry : to trace a similarity 
between her own features, and those of her 
father, as they were represented in that per* 
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trait, ere age, ill hamooTs and excess, had de- 
formed their early beauty. But not snch was 
the expression of her countenance as she looked 
upon the companion picture: it might have 
been gazed upon with pleasure, for it was that 
of a lovely female. But a very different emo- 
tion gOYemed> the breast of l^zabeth ; fiercely 
and long did she gaze upon that portrait, as 
though she would fain have looked it into life ; 
and oh I the whirlwind of bitter thoughts that 
swept through her mind their devastating, 
angry course: her lip quivered with rage, 
and dashing the senseless substance to the 
ground, she trampled it beneath her feet ! 
It was the portrait of her mother ! 
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